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SADDLE   MOUNTAIN,  OKLAHOMA. 

A  Notable  Council  and  a  Wise  Road. 

Saddle  Mountain  is  so  called  from  its  likeness  in  out- 
line to  a  soldier's  saddle.  From  its  summit  one  can 
get  a  magnificent  view  of  the  valley  between  the  two 
ranges  of  hills.  Indian  houses,  tents,  and  tepees  dot  the 
landscape  o'er,  while  the  different  little  streams,  wind- 
ing in  and  out,  lend  their  beauty  to  the  already  en- 
chanting view.  Before  the  coming  of  the  first  missionary 
these  Indians  had  sealed  their  hearts  against  all  in- 
roads of  the  white  race.  They  said:  "We  will  not  have 
these  men  to  reign  over  us";  and  when  Sugar  Creek 
was  selected  as  the  site  for  the  government  school  they 
objected  so  strongly  that  it  was  thought  best  to  locate 
it  at  Rainy  Mountain. 

When  the  Great  Father  brought  them  a  missionary, 
a  little  bit  of  a  white  woman  who  could  not  defend 
her  scalp  five  minutes  against  them,  they  were  mightily 
stirred  and  said:  "We  will  let  this  Jesus  woman  sit 
down  with  us  because  the  Great  Father  has  sent  her, 
but  we  will  give  no  land  to  Jesus  for  we  do  not  want 
a  church  in  here.  White  men  are  dangerous."  Un- 
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derstanding  the  feeling  about  the  land,  a  council  was 
called  and  they  were  told  plainly  that  they  would  never 
be  asked  for  one  foot  of  land  if  the  missionary  remained 
with  them  one  hundred  years.  If  they  didn't  want 
to  give  Jesus  any  land  they  could  tell  Him  the  reason 
when  they  met  Him.  They  were  greatly  surprised 
over  this  "new  road,"  and  some  of  them  ventured  to 
say:  "  May  be  so,  after  a  long  time  a  lot  of  us  will  catch 
the  Jesus  road  in  our  hearts  and  then  we  will  want  a 
church  and  give  the  land." 

At  the  close  of  my  first  year  at  the  Training  School  my 
room-mate,  Miss  Henrietta  Wright,  then  of  Chicacole, 
India,  put  a  gold  dollar  in  my  hand,  saying,  "You  are 
a  pretty  sensible  girl  and  believe  in  missionaries  having 
nice  things  as  well  as  other  people,  so  I  am  going  to 
give  you  this  gold  dollar  to  wear  on  your  watch-chain 
by  way  of  remembrance.  It  is  a  coin  that  has  been 
sold  more  than  once  to  bring  money  into  the  treasury 
of  the  Lord. " 

At  the  close  of  my  second  year  at  the  Training 
School,  Miss  Burdette  placed  in  my  hand  a  ten 
cent  piece,  saying,  "It  belongs  to  the  Queen.  I  have 
no  use  for  it,  take  it  back  to  Canada  with  you  and 
spend  it. " 

The  golden  coin  did  not  adorn  the  watch-chain, 
the  silver  piece  remained  unspent,  and  Liberty  and 
the  Queen  had  their  heads  together  for  three  years 
and  a  half  before  they  knew  what  to  do  with  them- 
selves. 

Lucius  Aitsan,  the  interpreter  at  Saddle  Mountain, 
is  a  wonderfully  progressive  Indian  and  anxious  that 
his  children  should  follow  all  good  roads.  On  his 
little  daughter's  second  birthday  these  coins  were 
given  to  her  (and  another  for  herself)  with  the  follow- 
ing letter: 


Saddle  Mt.,  January  28,  1897. 
My  Dear  Little  Sarah: 

You  are  just  two  years  old  to-day  and  one  of  the 
dearest,  sweetest  little  baby  girls  that  ever  lived.  I 
have  made  you  a  cake  and  a  plum  pudding,  and  hope 
you  will  eat  all  you  possibly  can,  because  they  were 
made  on  purpose  for  you. 

This  ten  cent  piece,  without  the  hole  in  it,  is  for  you. 
You  are  to  go  into  the  store,  on  your  mother's  back 
and  tell  the  man  you  want  candy.  Then  you  are  to 
hand  him  the  money  and  he  is  to  put  the  candy  bag 
into  your  own  hands, 

The  other  ten  cents  and  the  little  gold  dollar  are  not 
for  you  to  spend,  they  are  for  something  else,  and  I  will 
tell  you  about  it. 

Some  day  the  Kiowas  will  want  a  Jesus  house  over 
here.  They  do  not  want  one  now,  but  by  and  by 
Jesus  will  change  their  hearts  and  then  they  will  change 
their  minds  themselves.  This  money  is  to  be  put  by 
for  that  church  so  that  you,  a  little  baby  girl,  just  two 
years  old,  are  the  very  first  to  start  a  church  for 
the  Kiowas  at  Saddle  Mountain,  and  I  hope  some  day, 
when  you  are  old  enough,  you  will  go  into  it  and  give 
Jesus  your  heart. " 

The  parents  were  delighted  but  thought  it  best  to 
say  nothing  in  public  about  the  matter.  We  talked 
about  it  in  the  house,  however,  and  about  a  week  after 
a  woman  sent  up  ten  cents  to  be  put  with  the  other. 

That  winter  a  number  of  the  Indians  were  converted 
and  baptized  and  our  little  building  fund  just  doubled 
itself  to  $2.20  and  no  one  had  ever  been  asked  for  a  cent. 

Next  came  the  organization  of  our  Missionary  Society, 
"God's    Light   upon   the    Mountain,"*   and   they   were 

*  For  the  story  of  the  organization  of  this  society  see  "Sunlight  Mission- 
Sought,  Found,  Opened,"  published  by  Women's  Baptist  Home  Mission  Society- 
price,  5  cents. 


told  about  the  Society  that  sent  to  them  their  very 
first  missionaries.  Their  hearts  were  greatly  stirred, 
and  the  money  barrels  upon  the  table  were  eagerly 
asked  for  before  the  talk  was  ended,  for  now  they, 
too,  wanted  to  have  a  share  in  sending  Jesus  women 
to  other  tribes. 

About  two  months  later  we  all  gathered  under  the 
arbor,  and  for  the  first  time,  public  mention  was  made 
of  the  building  fund.  We  did  not  ask  them  if  they 
thought  it  was  a  good  road,  but  quietly  put  two  little 
earthenware  money-barrels  before  them,  asking  them 
to  divide  their  money  just  as  they  saw  fit  between  the 
house  for  Jesus  at  Saddle  Mountain  and  the  Society 
that  sent  the  Jesus  women  to  other  tribes. 

Their  contributions  came  to  $34.57,  $17.26  for  the 
Jesus  women  society,  and  $17.31  for  the  church. 

One  poor  sick  man  in  giving  his  money  later  staggered 
up  from  his  bed  at  the  end  of  the  arbor,  and  dropping 
into  a  chair,  said:  "There  isn't  going  to  be  a  church 
at  Saddle  Mountain.  That  is  what  they  all  say,  and 
I  don't  want  to  give  my  money  to  that  society,  for  they 
want  to  stole  it  from  us,  but  I  will  give  it  to  the  church 
for  then  we  will  see  it  if  they  build  it.  " 

Another  winter  passed,  more  souls  were  converted 
and  baptized  by  Rev.  H.  H.  Clouse  at  Rainy  Moun- 
tain, seventeen  miles  distant. 

During  this  last  winter  Miss  McLean  and  I  had  lived 
in  one  room  and  a  bath-room,  with  the  Indians  con- 
stantly coming  and  going.  As  I  had  to  write  from 
25  to  200  letters  a  month  it  became  necessary  to  plan 
for  another  room. 

Consulting  with  Lucius,  he  consented  to  let  me  build  a 
small  house  containing  one  room  and  a  bath-room  on 
his  land,  with  the  understanding  that  when  the  Jesus 
house  was  built  it  should  be  moved. 
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About  this  time  the  new  agent  called  a  council  of  all 
the  missionaries  to  consult  them  regarding  the  best 
methods  for  breaking  up  the  ghost  dance,  gambling, 
mescal,  Sabbath  breaking,  polygamy,  and  other  kin- 
dred evils  among  the  Indians.  This  naturally  enragrd 
the  bad  element  among,  them  and  during  our  vacation 
the  ghost-dance  chiefs,  twenty  or  thirty  miles  away 
from  us,  called  a  council  and  unanimously  decided 
not  to  let  me  build  a  house  anywhere  on  their  reserva- 
tion. As  the  land  was  not  then  allotted,  and  it  all 
belonged  to  the  tribe  in  common,  and  no  individual 
had  the  right  to  allow  any  building  to  go  up  without 
the  consent  of  the  tribe,  or,  as  the  Kiowa  road  is,  with- 
out the  consent  of  the  majority  living  in  the  vicinity, 
Lucius  said:  "I  want  you  to  have  the  little  room, 
of  course,  but  I  don't  like  being  abused  by  everybody. 
They  are  having  councils  all  over  and  are  kicking  me 
hard." 

Tuesday,  October  4,  1899,  Miss  McLean  and  I  were 
to  go  and  fix  an  Indian's  house;  the  team  was  at  the 
door,  but  under  Lucius'  arbor  the  Indians  were  gath- 
ering and  I  was  told  I  better  cut  off  going. 

Then  it  flashed  across  my  mind  that  there  was  going 
to  be  a  council  to  forbid  the  building  of  the  house, 
and  I  think  some  tears  oozed  out  when  I  saw  Miss 
McLean  and  the  Indian  drive  off  without  me. 

Trying  to  smile  and  look  cheerful  I  went  to  the 
arbor  and  seated  myself  beside  the  interpreter  as  usual, 
but  I  was  told  I  could  not  sit  there.  I  must  sit  out  in 
the  middle  so  they  could  all  look  at  me  and  I  was  not 
to  laugh,  for  it  was  to  be  a  very  wonderful  council. 

After  I  was  seated  on  an  old  stump  in  the  center,  I 
was  asked  to  make  my  talk  and  tell  them  what  I  wanted. 
I  said,  "  Let  us  talk  to  Jesus  first  and  tell  Him  all  about 
it,"  and  down  upon  our  knees  we  went.  I  remember 
telling  the  Lord  that  if  He  did  not  give  me  the  room 
I  would  have  to  give  up  the  work. 

Then  I  made  my  talk,  showing  that  the  oldest  man 
in  the  council  had  come  on  a  visit  to  Elk  Creek  and 


had  invited  me\  to  come  to  Saddle  Mountain,  that  I 
had  lived  in  a  tent  or  tepee  till  Lucius  invited  me  to  his 
house  and  they,  themselves,  had  asked  for  a  second 
Jesus  woman.  I  said,  "It  may  be  a  great  many  years 
before  a  house  for  Jesus  can  be  built  here,  and  in  the 
meantime  I  want  you  to  let  me  build  a  small  house 
just  back  of  Lucius'  to  be  moved  when  the  church  is 
built."  I  closed  by  saying,  "My  father  and  mother 
are  both  dead;  Jesus  has  given  me  to  you;  my  head  is 
all  the  time  tired  so  that  I  cannot  sleep ;  I  want  you  to 
make  a  wise  road  for  me  and  tell  me  what  to  do. " 

For  two  solid  hours  I  had  to  sit  on  that  old  stump, 
or  execution  block  as  I  call  it  now,  knowing  nothing 
of  what  was  being  said  except  once  when  one  of  them 
signed,  "The  road  is  dangerous;  it  is  like  coming  against 
the  rocks."  I  sat  swallowing  the  tears  as  fast  as 
they  came  up  and  pushed  the  rest  back  with  my  hand- 
kerchief. 

At  last  the  council  was  over  and  I  was  asked  to 
listen  to  a  number  of  talks,  all  of  the  same  tenor  that 
Domot's  was,  and  I  will  let  him  represent  the  others. 
Domot  said: 

"Because  I  am  the  oldest  man  here  I  will  make  my 
talk  first.  Last  night  I  thought  a  long  time  about  the 
house  you  want  to  build. 

"The  Indians  who  are  not  walking  on  the  Jesus 
road  are  very  mad  about  it,  but  I  am  not  afraid  of 
them. 

"You  left  Elk  Creek  and  came  over  here  and  you 
have  been  kind  to  us  and  to  our  children.  Some  of 
us  are  old  and  after  a  while  we  will  die  and  we  want 
you  to  teach  our  children  this  good  road  and  keep 
them  on  it.  I  am  not  a  Christian,  but  I  have  been 
thinking  wisely.  You  have  helped  us  all  over  here, 
and  the  Saddle  Mountain  Indians  are  going  ahead  in 
the  white  man's  road  and  in  the  Jesus  road.  Our 
white  Christian  friends  have  helped  us  too,  for  they 
have  sent  our  children  dresses  and  us  some  coats. 

"The  ghost-dance  chiefs,  who  are  making  all  the 
trouble  do  not  help  anybody,  for  they  try  to  pull  us 
all  back  to  the  old  bad  Kiowa  roads.     This  is  true. 


"Now,  we  have  all  talked  it  over  very  carefully,  and 
this  is  what  we  think. 

"You  may  build  your  house  on  Lucius'  land;  that  is 
all  right,  but  after  a  while  white  men  are  going  to 
come  in  here  and  cut  up  all  the  land  and  take  all  that 
is  over  and  then  there  will  be  no  place  for  you  to  move. 
White  men  are  dangerous.  This  is  what  we  think. 
We  must  hurry  up  and  look  for  land  for  Jesus  and  put 
His  brand  on  it  and  then  all  look  after  it,  as  if  it  was 
ours.  This  will  make  it  very  strong  for  Jesus,  and 
when  He  comes  and  finds  His  brand  He  will  know 
we  did  not  forget  Him. 

"Then  when  we  build  our  house  for  Jesus  you  can 
move  yours  over  to  it  with  no  trouble.  This  is  what 
we  think  and  it  is  a  wise  road. " 

Ko  Kome: — 

"I  ami  the  oldest  man  who  is  a  Christian  over  here 
and  I  will  make  my  talk  next. 

"We  have  made  a  wise  road  for  you.  If  you  build 
at  Lucius'  and  we  do  not  look  for  land  for  Jesus,  white 
men  will  take  it  all  and  you  will  have  no  place  to  go. 

"We  have  opened  our  hearts  to  Jesus  and  to-day 
we  open  our  land  to  Him  for  we  want  a  Jesus  house 
for  our  children  when  we  have  passed  away,  and  we 
want  you  to  do  strong  work  for  Him  now.  " 

Other  talks  followed  in  the  same  vein.  When  they 
were  all  through  they  asked  me  to  draw  up  a  contract 
in  which  they  promised  the  land  to  Jesus  and  I  prom- 
ised to  move  the  house. 

Then  one  by  one  they  came  forward  and,  holding  the 
pen  up  toward  Heaven,  some  praying  as  they  did  so, 
they  handed  it  back  to  Lucius  that  he  might  sign  their 
names. 

Their  talks  and  the  sweet  simplicity  of  this  ceremony 
so  overwhelmed  me  that  I  dropped  upon  my  knees 
calling  on  Lucius  to  thank  Jesus  for  me  for  putting  this 
wonderful  road  in  their  hearts. 

Then  I  placed  my  head  upon  the  "execution  block" 
and  wept  for  I  seemed  to  hear  the  Master  saying  to 
me,  "O  ye,  of  little  faith,  wherefore  didst  thou  doubt," 
"before  you  called  I  had  answered"  "but  go  and  sin  no 


more."  Rising  from  my  knees  I  gave  my  hand  to 
each  of  the  Indians  not  concealing  the  grief  and  joy 
that  must  have  way. 

Before  the  council  broke  up  my  scattered  senses  re- 
turned and  I  made  one  more  talk  to  this  effect : 

"There  are  two  things  now  that  I  want  to  tell  you 
about : 

"First,  You  all  know  Jesus  is  a  'heap  water'  man 
(Baptist)  and  if  He  should  come  and  not  find  His 
brand  on  any  water  He  might  think  the  'little  water 
road '  was  yours. 

"Second,  We  are  two  Jesus  women  with  no  man 
to  take  care  of  us.  We  cannot  sit  down  away  off  on 
the  prairie  alone  so  we  would  like  you  to  look  for  land 
for  Jesus  somewhere  near  and  not  away  off  over  the 
mountains. " 

The  next  day  two  of  the  councilmen  returned  and 
said  they  had  decided  to  look  for  land  for  Jesus  near 
so  that  they  could  watch  us  and  take  care  of  us  them- 
selves. Then  they  began  to  tell  us  of  land  with  spring 
water  on  it. 

After  the  land  had  been  thus  given,  they  said:  "  Now 
you  can  write  to  our  white  friends  and  tell  them  we 
are  ready  for  the  church.  " 

I  said:  "I  did  not  ask  you  for  the  land  for  Jesus 
and  I  cannot  ask  your  white  friends  to  build  the  church 
for  you,  for  this  is  not  the  Jesus  way.  A  lot  of  you  are 
Christians  now,  and  the  Great  Father  will  not  be  pleased 
if  you  sit  down  and  let  other  people  build  your  church." 

This  talk  caused  great  excitement  for  they  fully 
expected  that  the  church  would  be  built  for  them  as  soon 
as  they  gave  the  land. 

The  oldest  man  of  the  council  called  next  day  and 
said:  "I  want  to  give  you  a  wise  talk.  All  of  us  have 
talked  it  over  and  we  think  your  road  is  not  good. 
Indians  are  poor  and  cannot  build  their  own  church. 
When  they  are  tired  and  hungry  they  won't  try." 

I  replied,  "Domot,  all  the  men  and  women  over 
here  who  are  Christians  will  have  to  try,  for  Jesus  will 
make  them,  and  if  they  do  not,  then  their  hearts  are 
not  clean.     I  cannot  ask  for  money  for  your  church.  " 
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To-day  we  have  about  $40.00  in  the  bank  for  the 
church  besides  having  sent  $35.25  to  the  Jesus  women 
Society  during  the  year.  Just  a  few  days  before  I 
left,  Domot  came  over  to  say.  "The  Jesus  man  road 
isn't  yours,  the  Washington  road  isn't  yours,  you  have 
given  the  pipe  to  the  Indians  and  let  us  go  ahead  our- 
selves. I  have  been  thinking  about  the  church  road. 
It  is  wise.  The  white  people's  money  we  want  not. 
We  will  wait  and  try,  and  while  our  children  are  growing 
and  growing  and  growing,  the  money  will  be  getting 
bigger  and  bigger  and  bigger,  and  after  a  while,  they 
will  both  stop  and  the  church  will  be  built  and  we  will 
go  into  it  with  our  children  and  sit  down  and  listen 
to  the  Jesus  talk.  You  have  given  us  a  wise  road 
and  a  '  way  ahead  road.  '  ' ' 


From  Darkness  into  Light. 

We  cannot  but  speak  the  things  which  we  have  seen 
and  heard. 

Christians  who  are  great  readers  and  thinkers  like  to 
look  back  over  the  events  of  the  year  to  trace  the  hand 
of  God  in  each,  marking  the  onward  progress  of  right- 
eousness and  truth  and  gaining  additional  encourage- 
ment and  enthusiasm  for  their  belief  in  the  ruling  and 
over-ruling  of  affairs  here,  by  a  real,  living,  moving 
and  loving  Heavenly  Father. 

All  cannot  do  this,  but  we  all  may  take  a  shorter 
range  and  look  for  the  great  things  God  hath  wrought 
in  and  around  our  own  homes  and  neighborhood. 

This  is  the  purpose  of  my  letter,  to  scan  God's  work- 
ings here  that  we  may  magnify  His  name  together 
and  then  to  tell  how  the  birthday  of  the  "Prince  of 
Light"  was  celebrated  at  Saddle  Mountain.  There 
are  four  creeks  within  gospel  call  of  this  station,  Spring 
Creek,  Cache  Creek,  Sugar  Creek,  and  Saddle  Mountain 
Creek. 

Perhaps  there  is  no  better  way  of  letting  you  know 
what  the  Master  is  doing  along  these  waters  than  by 
giving  some  of  the  latest  talks  given  by  the  men  and 
women  themselves. 

Spring  Creek  (6  Miles  Distant). 

Said  an  unconverted  Indian  a  few  weeks  ago:  "  I  am 
forty-seven  years  old  and  all  my  life  I  never  heard  any- 
thing about  Jesus  and  the  gospel.  Nobody  ever 
teached  us  and  we  never  knew  anything  about  God 
and  Jesus.  After  the  missionaries  came  they  told  us 
about  Jesus  and  His  Father  and  then  we  knew.  Be- 
fore that  it  was  very  hard  for  us.  When  anybody 
died  we  cut  our  bodies,  cut  our  fingers  off  and  burned 
everything,    but    after     the   missionaries    came     these 


things  passed  away.  To-day  I  have  been  thinking  how 
much  better  it  is  for  my  people  to  have  the  gospel. 
The  missionaries  have  taught  us  and  other  tribes  and 
are  taking  the  gospel  everywhere.  I  am  thankful  to 
the  Great  Father  when  I  think  of  this. 

"Wherever  the  missionaries  go  they  remember  the 
Sabbath,  but  before  they  came  we  didn't  care  anything 
about  it.  I  want  to  thank  you  for  you  have  given 
us  good  medicine  for  our  souls:  Jesus'  own  words.  The 
gospel  only  came  a  few  years  ago  and  if  you  keep  on 
all  of  us  will  find  Jesus.  If  it  was  a  dark  night  and  I 
saw  a  light,  I  would  go  there  and  stop,  and  so  you  are 
keeping  the  light  burning  night  and  day  at  all  missions, 
and  when  we  look  and  see  the  light  on  this  hill  we  will 
come  to  learn  the  gospel.  I  am  so  glad  Jesus  is  so  kind 
to  us  for  we  are  great  sinners  and  very  foolish,  but 
when  the  missionaries  come  we  get  better  and  better, 
for  we  learn  every  day.  The  white  men  sold  us  mescal, 
now  they  are  selling  us  whisky  and  they  taught  us  to 
play  cards.  We  don't  do  these  bad  things  ourselves. 
White  men  teach  us." 

Cache  Creek  (10  Hiles  Distant). 

After  a  three  days'  visit  on  Cache  Creek  last  month, 
in  which  we  helped  to  decorate  a  house,  making  the 
men  clean  the  stoves  and  carry  the  water  while  the 
women  took  lessons  in  bread  making,  sewing,  etc.,  etc., 
we  received  the  following  talk:  "I  am  very  glad  and 
thankful  to  you  for  coming  to  help  me  the  best  way 
you  know  how.  For  a  long  time  the  mescal  road  has 
been  mine,  but  one  day  I  was  thinking  and  I  thought 
this:  'My  road  is  short.  It  will  not  reach  all  the  way.' 
When  I  found  this  out  I  stopped  and  looked  all  around 
to  find  another  road.  I  know  myself  what  road  to  take, 
but  I  am  standing  looking  very  close.  I  have  known 
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all  the  Indians'  roads  ever  since  I  can  remember,  and 
they  are  all  short  and  if  I  take  any  of  them  I  never 
will  be  saved.  I  know  the  Great  Father  sent  His  Son 
to  this  world  and  He  talked  true  to  the  people.  Minis- 
ters sometimes  tell  their  own  ideas,  but  you  have 
come  over  here  and  told  us  Jesus'  own  words  and  they 
are  true  and  I  know  it  and  am  glad.  I'm  standing 
stopped,  looking  for  the  road  and  pretty  soon  I  will 
find  it  and  be  saved.  " 

Sugar  Creek  (7  Miles  Distant). 

"I  am  very  weak  and  have  to  pray  to  Jesus  strong 
and  try  hard  because  the  devil  beats  me  so  often. 
It  isn't  right  to  stay  down.  We  must  get  up  and  try 
again.  I  have  to  try  very  hard  to  look  after  myself. 
This  earth  belongs  to  Jesus  and  we  are  here  to  work 
it  for  Him.  He  gives  us  everything  to  work  with 
and  if  we  don't  work  and  are  lazy,  then  we  are  not 
pleased  with  Him  and  He  does  not  like  it. 

"  If  a  man  who  is  not  a  Christian  goes  past  and  sees 
my  place  not  growing  and  all  bad  he  will  go  round 
and  say,  'Look  at  Heenkey,  he  is  a  Christian,  and  he 
don't  do  nothing  and  all  the  Great  Father  gives  him 
is  wasted. '  We  must  do  something  for  Jesus.  If 
we  do  a  little  for  Jesus  every  year,  and  next  year  a 
little  more,  after  a  while  we  will  get  ahead.  I  always 
think  out  about  my  work,  and  after  I  know  it,  I  ask 
Jesus  to  help  me  and  then  go  ahead.  This  is  my  road 
now. " 

The  interpreter  replied  to  this  talk  this  way : 

"When  we  become  Christians  we  cut  off  all  the  bad 
roads  and  take  the  new  ones  and  are  born  all  over 
again  like  little  babies.  If  we  let  Jesus  take  care  of 
us  He  will  do  it  and  when  we  are  able  to  walk  He  will 
lead  us.  We  all  have  houses  and  ought  to  keep  them 
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clean  and  the  yards  clean  also.  The  women  are  the 
chiefs  in  the  house,  and  they  ought  to  look  after  the 
things  inside  and  the  men  outside.  If  some  one,  who 
isn't  a  Christian,  comes  to  see  you,  he  will  see  that  a 
new  road  is  yours  and  he  will  go  home  and  try.  When 
Christians  don't  try  to  clean  up,  Jesus'  heart  hurts 
Him  for  all  the  things  He  has  given  us  for  our  houses 
are  wasted.  When  we  don't  try,  we  are  not  pleased 
with  Jesus  and  He  is  not  pleased  with  us.  " 

Saddle  Mountain  Creek. 

"We  are  nearly  all  God's  children  here  now,  and  we 
ought  to  talk  to  each  other  and  try  to  help  each  other. 
Because  this  is  true,  I  always  make  a  little  talk  every- 
where I  go.  If  any  strong  Christian  gives  us  a  wise 
talk  and  our  hearts  are  glad,  then  we  are  Christians; 
but  if  a  strong  Christian  gives  us  a  wise  talk  and  we 
feel  hurt,  then  we  belong  to  the  devil.  Jesus  is  my 
chief  and  I  ask  Him  what  to  do,  and  if  He  say  'No'  I 
don't  do  it.  " 

Another : 

"I  have  been  weak  but  I  have  been  trying  and  the 
devil  beats  me  every  day.  If  I  do  anything  wrong  I 
don't  try  to  cover  it  up  with  my  blanket,  for  Jesus 
has  good  eyes.  If  I  make  a  mistake  I  tell  Jesus  al- 
ways. I  don't  hide  it  under  my  arm.  Some  Christians 
get  up  but  they  don't  tell  what  they  have  been  doing 
wrong. 

"It  is  true  that  Jesus  has  our  children  and  this  makes 
me  try  so  hard  to  follow  Him,  and  I  believe  after  a 
while  Jesus  will  help  me  to  be  a  strong  Christian  woman. 

"Jesus  brings  me  over  here  every  Sunday  to  listen  to 

His  words  for  He  is  my  leader.      I  believe  Jesus  will  go 

with   me   everywhere    I    go,    and    stay   with    me.     At 

night  when  I  lie  down  to  rest  I  talk  to  Him,  and  the 
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first  thing  in  the  morning  before   I  do  anything  else, 
and  I  am  thankful  to  Him  every  day.  " 

The  interpreter's  wife: 

"When  I  was  first  converted  and  gave  my  heart  to 
Jesus  I  feel  just  the  same  way  to-day.  I  never  change. 
I  am  just  like  new  every  day.  If  I  do  anything  bad  I 
will  ask  Jesus  to  forgive  me,  and  when  the  devil  beats 
me  the  Holy  Spirit  talks  to  my  soul.  " 

Another : 

"We  cannot  understand  English,  but  the  white  ladies 
make  us  understand  exactly  what  the  Bible  tells  us. 
If  the  Holy  Spirit  teaches  us  in  our  hearts  He  teaches 
us,  and  if  He  does  not  teach  us  we  are  not  Christians. 
I  believe  this  and  I  want  you  all  to  listen  very  close 
to  what  I  tell  you,  for  it  is  what  the  Holy  Spirit  teaches 
me  in  my  heart.  A  long  time  ago  I  had  several  chil- 
dren and  because  I  was  a  great  sinner  Jesus  took  them 
away  with  Him.  After  they  died  I  suffered  very 
much  and  kept  thinking  and  thinking  and  thinking, 
for  I  wanted  to  see  my  children  again  some  place. 
After  a  while  I  heard  the  gospel  about  everlasting  life 
and  how  Jesus  had  my  children  with  Him,  and  I  believed 
in  my  heart.  As  soon  as  I  heard  the  gospel  I  began 
to  get  ready,  and  when  I  was  all  ready  I  was  a  Christian. 
I  have  tried  so  hard  ever  since  to  follow  Jesus  and  I 
have  never  turned  another  way.  I  am  very  happy  to- 
day, because  I  am  saved.  " 

Another : 

"My  little  grand-daughter  had  a  pair  of  moccasins 
of  her  very  own  and  she  sold  them  for  fifty  cents.  As 
this  is  the  first  money  she  ever  earned,  we  want  to  give 
five  cents  of  it  to  Jesus. " 

At   a   meeting   at   Rainy   Mountain   where   we   were 
camped  for  issue,   a  ghost-dance  chief  gave  this  talk 
at  the  close  of  the  Sunday  morning  service: 
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"The  Jesus  road  is  for  white  people.  I  myself  have 
seen  Jesus  and  the  Great  Father  with  my  own  two  eyes, 
like  in  a  dream,  and  the  Great  Father  told  me  this 
Himself.  The  Jesus  road  religion  is  for  the  white  peo- 
ple and  the  ghost-dance  religion  for  the  Indians.  The 
missionaries  are  here  for  money  that  comes  every 
month,  and  they  have  to  teach  us  to  pray.  " 

At  the  evening  service  Lucius  gave  a  very  spirited 
talk  and  afterward  I  asked  what  he  had  been  talking 
about.  He  said,  "I  just  told  them  this,  White  Buffalo 
has  given  you  one  big  lie  for  the  Jesus  road  religion 
is  not  just  for  the  white  people.  I  read  Jesus'  own 
words  in  His  book  with  my  own  two  eyes,  and  he  says 
the  Jesus  road  religion  is  for  everybody,  nations  all  over 
the  whole  earth,  and  if  you  don't  believe  Him  you  will 
be  losted.     This  is  what  I  know  and  what  I  told  them. " 

'Twas  the  week  before  Christmas  and  all  the  house 
was  wrapped  in  slumber  in  restful  preparation  for  the 
Sabbath  day  to  dawn.  Suddenly  a  hack  drove  into  the 
yard  and  the  pale  moon  looked  down  upon  a  young 
mother  and  father  with  the  lifeless  body  of  their  only 
child  and  a  little  Mexican  puppy.  The  air  was  rent 
with  wailing,  and  if  hearts  really  ever  do  break 
four  gave  way  that  night,  the  mother's,  father's  and 
grand  parents'. 

Sadly  the  missionary  boxes  were  looked  over,  one  was 
selected  for  the  coffin,  and  Lucius'  strong  hand  did  all 
the  sawing  and  nailing  while  we  ministered  in  gentler 
ways. 

At  early  sunrise  a  hack  stood  at  the  door  and  soon 
we  were  driving  rapidly  toward  the  little  graveyard, 
the  mother's  lone  figure  wrapped  in  a  gray  blanket 
discernible  in  the  distance. 

The  grave  was  not  yet  completed,  so  from  early  morn- 
ing till  high  noon  we  shivered  and  sobbed  with  the 
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lonely  mother,  while  the  earth  opened  to  receive  her 
treasure. 

The  distracted  father  wandered  recklessly  over  the 
prairies  toward  the  spot  weeping  to  his  wife,  but  never 
coming  nearer  than  the  fence,  where  he  threw  himself 
down  and  gave  way  to  uncontrollable  anguish.  At 
last  the  grave  was  finished,  the  coffin  placed  in  it, 
with  all  the  little  one's  earthly  belongings,  and  the 
prayer  offered;  but  the  father  and  mother  sat  outside 
the  fence  clinging  to  something  and  sobbing  bitterly. 
It  was  only  the  little  Mexican  puppy  that  belonged  to 
their  darling,  and  when  it  was  placed  in  the  grave  the 
last  conflict  was  over,  and  they  arose  and  came  with  us. 

Christmas  dawned  clear  and  beautiful. 

At  eleven  o'clock  the  bell  rang  out  and  soon  the  tent 
was  filled  with  Indians  decked  in  rainbow  hues  and 
faces  radiant  with  Christmas  joy  and  expectations. 
Lucius  gave  the  morning  lesson,  summing  up  the  whole 
gospel  story  and  making  this  appeal  at  the  close :  "  You 
all  know  we  are  like  a  light  on  Saddle  Mountain, 
and  I  don't  want  the  devil  to  blow  our  light  out  and 
make  it  dark  again.  We  want  all  our  people  to  see 
our  light.  Wherever  the  gospel  goes  the  Great  Father 
makes  a  light  among  them.  He  made  one  light  at  Rainy 
Mountain,  and  another  at  Elk  Creek,  and  another  on 
Saddle  Mountain.  He  lit  three  places,  and  Jesus' 
light  is  so  big.  What  makes  you  stay  in  the  dark- 
ness? Why  don't  you  hunt  the  light?  Jesus'  light 
is  so  shine.  If  you  hunt  for  it  and  ask  Jesus  honest, 
He  will  show  it  to  you  because  He  promised.  Whoso- 
ever ask  in  His  name,  He  will  do  it.  The  devil,  I 
know,  is  smart  on  this  life.  He  is  chief  all  over,  and 
when  you  hear  about  Jesus'  road  he  holds  on  your  eyes 
so  you  cannot  see  the  light.  I  sit  up  here  and  see 
your  faces,  and  when  you  shut  your  eyes  I  know  it  is 
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the  devil  who  puts  you  asleep.  Whenever  the  time 
comes  to  listen  to  God's  words  I  want  you  to  listen 
very  close  and  if  yon  do,  the  Holy  Spirit  will  come 
and  show  you  the  way  to  be  saved. 

"Some  of  you  young  men  and  women  have  got 
families.  What  are  you  going  to  do  if  you  don't  take 
the  Jesus  road?  What  road  are  you  going  to  give 
your  children?  If  you  don't  take  the  Jesus  road  your 
children  will  be  lost.  " 

Next  came  the  Christmas  dinner  and  about  one  hun- 
dred and  fifty  guests  crowded  round  the  tables  neatly 
spread  on  the  ground  in  the  tent. 

The  grief -stricken  family  ate  alone  in  their  tepee, 
but  before  the  "thank  you  to  Jesus  "  was  said,  the  grand- 
mother came  and  made  this  talk:  "It  is  very  hard 
for  me.  You  all  know  that  great  sorrow  has  come 
to  me  twice  this  year,  but  I  am  not  discouraged.  1 
give  you  this  beef  for  your  dinners  and  want  you  all 
to  pray  for  me.  Ever  since  I  became  a  Christian  I  have 
tried  very  hard,  but  I  don't  know  what  is  the  matter, 
for  great  sorrow  has  come  to  me  twice  this  year.  Pray 
for  me,  and  when  this  hard  feeling  goes  out  of  my 
heart  I  will  go  on  to  follow  Jesus.  Sometimes  a  horse 
goes  on  all  right,  and  sometimes  it  gets  stuck  and  gives 
out.  I  am  just  the  same,  but  I  want  you  all  to  pray 
for  me  that  I  may  go  on  again.  " 

After  dinner  the  bell  rang  out  again  and  the  Indians 
gathered  to  the  tent,  this  time  to  give  Jesus  His  birth- 
day present.  A  short  talk  on  the  "wise  men"  who 
brought  "gold"  to  the  Infant  King  was  given,  and  then 
four  money  barrels  were  placed  upon  a  rug  and  they 
were  asked  to  bring  in  their  gifts. 

One  by  one  they  came  forward  with  offerings  of  both 
money  and  of  praise  till  barrels  and  hearts  were 
filled  to  overflowing. 


"My  heart  is  full  of  glad  today.  I  never  felt  so 
happy  before.  You  made  my  little  grand-daughter  a 
Baby  Band,  and  I  will  give  a  dollar  to  the  church,  and 
in  the  spring  a  beef  to  the  camp-meeting. " 

Said  another: 

"I  earned  this  money  cutting  wood  and  hauling  it 
eleven  or  twelve  miles,  and  of  course  I  will  give  some 
of  it  to  Jesus  and  use  the  rest  for  myself.  It  is  right 
to  give  some  to  Him  and  not  spend  it  all  on  ourselves. " 

Another : 

"Jesus  makes  us,  and  loves  us,  and  helps  us  any  way 
He  can,  and  it  is  good  for  us  to  help  Him.  What's  the 
matter,  some  of  you  don't  give  Him  anything?  What 
makes  you  wait?     I  will  help  Jesus  as  long  as  I  live.  " 

Another : 

"Because  this  Jesus  tent  is  getting  old,  and  pretty 
soon  will  tore  down,  we  ought  to  give  more  to  the 
church,  and  afterwards  we  can  give  more  to  other 
things.  Because  this  is  true  I  am  going  to  give  all  the 
cents  I  have  to  the  church."  (This  man,  three  years 
ago,  was  wild  with  rage  because  it  was  reported  that 
white  Christians  were  going  to  build  a  church  at  Saddle 
Mountain.)  And  so  the  money  poured  in,  some  brown 
hands  parting  with  their  last  coin. 

The  sun  was  sinking,  the  tree  was  waiting,  but  not 
till  the  evening  service  did  the  giving  cease.  Then  the 
four  little  barrels  were  broken,  and  lo,  $48.41  lay  before 
our  King! 

Nine  dollars  and  seventy  cents  for  the  interpreter's 
salary  (self-support,)  $10.10  for  Baby  Band,  $10.15  f°r 
the  Jesus  Women's    Society  and  $18.46  for  our  church. 

With  bowed  heads  we  gave  again  to  Jesus  "the 
biggest  present  on  the  tree, "  while  our  glowing  hearts 
bounded  across  the  centuries  to  join  the  angel  chorus, 
"Glory  to  God  in  the  highest,  and  on  earth  peace, 
good  will  toward  men.  " 

Miss  Bare  gave  the  sweet  Christmas  story,  the  pres- 
ents were  hastily  distributed,   the  lost  ones  urged  to 
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come  home,  and  then  with  upraised  hands  and  prayer 
for  renewed  consecration  during  the  coming  year,  the 
grand  celebration  closed. 

"  Earth  had  kept  her  Jubilee, 

Jesus  saves!  Jesus  saves!" 

In  a  tepee,  a  short  distance  from  the  tent,  two  aged 
men  remained  to  pray. 

Not  many  Christmas  trees  had  they  beheld,  and  each 
one  had  filled  their  hearts  with  wonder,  love,  and  praise. 

On  this  especial  year  they  came  not  for  a  look,  but 
spent  the  whole  night  in  prayer. 

"Oh,  God,  our  Father,  we  do  not  pray  to  the  sun 
or  to  the  moon  or  to  anything  on  the  earth,  but  just 
to  our  one  Father  in  Heaven.  This  is  Christmas 
night,  when  Jesus  was  first  born,  and  we  are  not  going 
to  give  you  foolish  talk  or  do  bad  things.     We  are  poor 


Indians  and  cannot  read  the  Bible  for  ourselves,  but 
we  believe  in  our  hearts.  Some  of  our  Christians 
are  very  weak  and  can  hardly  stand  up  on  the  Jesus 
road,  but  we  want  you  to  show  them  the  way  some,  so 
they  can  follow  on  and  get  more  close  to  Jesus.  We 
pray  for  our  two  Jesus  women,  they  have  white  skins 
and  our  skins  are  different,  but  we  have  the  same 
bodies  and  hands  and  eyes  and  hearts,  and  we  know 
that  Jesus  looks  at  our  hearts  and  not  at  our  skins. 
Make  the  Jesus  women  very  strong  to  lead  us  in  the 
plain,  true  Jesus  road  for  we  are  very  honest  in  our 
hearts.  We  pray  for  Lucius,  our  son  and  brother;  he 
is  a  young  man  yet  and  we  want  him  to  grow  up  to 
be  very  strong  for  Jesus,  so  he  can  lead  all  his  people 
right  in  the  real,  true,  Jesus  way.  We  pray  for  every- 
body, and  when  Jesus  comes  and  we  all  stand  before 
Him  He  will  say  to  us,  'Because  you  were  Indians  and 
had  no  Bible  I  made  this  road  for  you  in  your  hearts. 
What's  the  matter  that  more  of  you  are  not  saved?' 
Our  hearts  get  very  big  when  we  pray  to  our  Father 
in  Heaven.     We  have  spoken." 

"  Give  the  winds  a  mighty  voice, 

Jesus  saves!  Jesus  saves! 
Let  the  nations  now  rejoice, 

Jesus  saves!  Jesus  saves! 
Shout  Salvation  full  and  free, 

Highest  hills  and  deepest  caves; 
This  our  song  of  jubilee, 

Jesus  saves!  Jesus  saves!" 


The  Biggest  Present,  and  a  Way  Ahead, 
Thank  You. 

Another  year  had  passed  and  the  morning  of  De- 
cember 25,  1900,  dawned  warm,  sunny,  beautiful. 
The  tents  and  tepees  that  had  been  increasing  since 
the  previous  Thursday  had  reached  the  allotted  number, 
and  the  stragglers  were  coming  in  on  horseback.  Old 
Glory  floated  majestically  above  the  newly  boarded 
tent,  with  its  Christmas  extension  of  fourteen  feet. 

A  morning  service  was  conducted  by  Lucius,  who 
expressed  the  joy  of  Christians  in  their  new  life,  in 
Christ  Jesus  and  exhorted  the  unsaved  to  make  the 
heart  of  Jesus  glad  on  his  birthday  by  giving  Him 
their  hearts. 

Outside  the  tent,  sheltered  by  wagon  sheets,  the 
Christmas  dinner  had  been  spread  on  the  grass  and  one 
hundred  and  seventy-two  Indians  seated  themselves 
in  the  great  oblong  circle.  The  sun  was  warm,  the  beef 
sufficient,  and  when  the  tent  was  again  filled  every  face 
beamed  with  joyous  excitement,  for  this  was  the  service 
at  which  Jesus'  birthday  present  was  to  be  offered. 
On  the  table  were  four  money  barrels,  and  after  a 
short  talk  and  a  season  of  prayer  the  people  were  invited 
forward  with  their  offerings. 

First  came  a  mother,  bearing  in  her  strong  arms  a 
bright-eyed  baby.  Placing  a  dime  in  her  chubby 
fingers  and  taking  it  out  again  she  dropped  it  in  the 
Baby  Band  barrel,  saying:  "I  give  this  money  for 
Grace  so  when  she  grows  up  the  first  thing  she  will  re- 
member will  be  giving  money  to  Jesus."  Then  came 
the  mother  of  Robert  Burdette,  the  "cry  Baby  Chief" 
of  Saddle  Mountain,  and  in  went  his  dime  without  a 
tear,  groan,  or  howl.  In  a  few  moments  he  was  again 
brought  forward  triumphantly  with  a  whole  round 
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dollar  for  the  church,  the  gift  of  his  unsaved  grandfather, 
who  wished  him  to  remember  when  grown  up  that 
he  gave  a  dollar  for  the  Jesus  house.  If  this  mammoth 
child  lives  till  next  Christmas  a  calf  has  been  promised 
for  the  dinner,  so  young  Robert  seems  on  a  fair  way  to 
distinction. 

Next  came  Anot-ah-ah,  brother  of  the  ghost-dance 
chief  on  Cache  Creek,  and  alter  him  Bo-tone,  then  Ag- 
o-pe-tah,  and  another  and  another,  until  all  had  brought 
their  gifts,  and  made  their  talks.  Then  Lucius,  empty- 
ing his  pocket,  knelt  down  and  poured  out  his  heart  in 
this  prayer. 

"When  I  gave  my  heart  to  you,  Jesus,  I  gave  you 
myself  altogether,  and  I  asked  you  to  use  me  any 
way  you  liked.  To-day  I  can  say  thank  you  to  you, 
Jesus,  because  you  have  used  me  right  and  brought 
all  these  people  into  your  road.  As  long  as  I  live 
this  life,  Jesus,  use  me  right  and  don't  use  me  for  any- 
thing wrong.  And  Jesus,  you  know  I  never  say  to 
you,  give  me  this  good  thing  and  give  me  another  good 
thing,  I  just  follow  you  as  my  leader  and  trust  you  to 
take  care  of  me.  Whenever  I  get  some  little  money  I 
always  lay  some  beside  me  for  you,  Jesus.  I  never 
forget  you.  And  now,  Jesus,  I  want  you  to  do  the  one 
thing  for  me.  When  I  get  into  temptation  and  I  call 
your  name,  'Jesus,  Jesus  help  me!'  you  must  help  me 
right  off  and  make  me  strong  at  once.  Jesus,  you 
know  my  heart,  but  I  don't  know  what  kind  of  a  heart 
I  got,  but  you  know  all  about  me.  If  my  heart  face 
some  other  way  I  want  you  to  pull  my  heart  right 
on  your  road.  You  have  been  kind  to  me,  Jesus, 
and  brought  the  missionaries  right  into  my  home, 
so  I  will  do  all  I  can  for  you  on  this  life  as  long  as 
I  live.  " 

At  the  evening  service  with  the  tree  aglow  with  all 
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its  radiant  splendor,  poor  sinners  were  again  invited 
to  come;  and  Little  Robe,  the  ghost-dance  chief  on 
Sugar  Creek,  arose  and  said:  "I  am  like  a  wild  horse. 
If  a  horse  is  not  worked  till  it  is  old  he  is  mean  and  will 
kick  and  run  away  every  chance  he  gets.  I  am  not 
very  gentle  and  I  don't  know  why  Jesus  has  not  taken 
me  on  His  road  long  ago.  If  the  Holy  Spirit  don't 
say  anything  in  my  heart  and  I  give  it  to  Jesus  I  will 
be  very  wicked.  When  the  Holy  Spirit  comes  into 
my  heart  nothing  will  hold  me  back.  Young  men, 
the  Jesus  road  is  good  for  you  and  I  hope  you  will  fol- 
low it.  I  am  like  an  old  mean  horse,  but  I  will  always 
help  with  the  money  business.  I  will  give  $5.00  for 
the  church  for  my  little  granddaughter.  What's  the 
matter,  some  of  you  Christians  have  lots  of  children 
and  lots  of  grass  money  and  I  see  you  give  5  cents,  10 
cents,  25  cents,  50  cents,  and  $1.00.  Why  don't  you 
give  a  lot;  that's  not  enough.  You  will  never  build 
vour  church  if  you  don't  give  more!  Why  don't  you 
sell  a  cow  or  a  horse  and  give  all  the  money  to  Jesus 
and  hurry  up  to  build  next  summer.  If  you  don't 
hurry  up  some  of  you  will  be  died  and  then  what  you 
going  to  do?  Pull  all  you  can  on  Jesus'  road,  for  all  of 
us  put  our  eye  on  you  and  if  you  go  straight  a  lot  of  the 
unconverted  will  follow  you.  " 

The  treasurer  of  "God's  Light  upon  the  Mountain" 
knelt  in  the  straw  beside  a  broken  chair,  the  light  from 
the  tree  shining  on  the  four  little  money  barrels,  bringing 
to  mind  another  scene  in  which  "gold,  frankincense 
and  myrrh"  were  laid  before  the  Infant  King.  In 
the  hush  that  followed  the  breaking  of  the  barrels  a 
woman's  voice  was  heard  in  prayer:  "Jesus,  save  the 
unsaved  givers.  Jesus,  help  us  with  our  church;  the 
tent  is  getting  old.  Jesus,  use  our  birthday  present 
any  way  you  like.  " 


And  the  recording  angel  wrote  in  the  presence  of  the 
King — "From  Daw-kee-boom-gee-k'op  for  Jesus  only — 
$100.85. 

A  "Way  Ahead"  Thank  You. 

My  Dear  White  Sister — Your  heart  will  be  glad  to 
hear  some  good  news  from  your  Saddle  Mountain 
brothers  and  sisters.  We  had  a  good  Christmas  all 
day,  and  gave  Jesus  the  biggest  present  He  ever  got 
over  here;  and  lots  of  the  unconverted  gave  money  for 
themselves  and  for  their  children ;  and  one  of  them  gave 
a  beef  for  our  next  Christmas  dinner.  We  gave  Jesus 
$100.85  ($11.40  for  Baby  Band,  $17.45  to  send  another 
Jesus  woman  to  another  tribe,  $17.70  for  the  interpreter's 
salary,  $52.10  for  the  Jesus  house  at  Saddle  Mountain). 
We  are  very  anxious  about  two  things.  We  want 
the  other  tribe,  who  have  never  heard  the  gospel,  to 
have  a  Jesus  woman  to  teach  them  the  way  to  be  saved, 
and  we  want  to  hurry  up  to  build  our  Jesus  house. 
When  it  is  built  the  Indians  will  come  from  all  over 
and  we  will  have  a  strong  mission  here.  We  did  not 
like  it  at  first  because  we  have  to  build  Jesus'  house 
ourselves,  but  now  our  hearts  are  very  happy  and  we 
are  trying  all  we  can  to  do  this  great  thing  for  Jesus  our- 
selves. We  want  you  to  pray  for  us  and  we  do  pray 
for  the  Society  that  has  always  been  so  kind  to  us. 
Jesus  put  it  into  your  hearts  to  send  us  the  gospel 
and  we  say  thank  you  to  Jesus  and  thank  you  to  you, 
but  the  thank  you  to  Jesus  is  away  ahead. 

Your  Indian  Brother  in  Christ  Jesus, 

Lucius  Aitsan, 
Interpreter  at  Saddle  Mountain 
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Stirring*  Scenes  in  1901. 

Grass  Payment. 

One,  two,  three,  and  away  we  go  to  Rainy  Mountain 
for  the  last  grass  money. 

Such  a  procession!  No  circus  could  compare  with 
it.  Wagons,  hacks,  and  buggies  rilled  with  men, 
women,  and  children,  bedecked  in  brilliancy,  out- 
doing sun,  moon,  and  stars.  Boys  on  horseback, 
shirted  in  pink,  purple,  red,  green,  and  yellow  with 
feathers  in  hats  and  girdles  elaborate. 

Herds  of  wild  horses,  culled  from  the  rest  because 
of  their  superiority,  and  attached  to  the  procession 
to  remove  temptation  from  the  incoming  whites. 

An  old  woman  astride  a  spotted  pony,  her  bare 
head  exposed  to  the  boiling  sun  and  "her  long  time 
ago  medicine  pouch"  swung  to  the  saddle  riding  here, 
there  and  everywhere,  as  if  to  protect  us  from  all  the 
evil  spirits  in  existence  and  out  of  it.  Down  we  go,  not 
"close  by"  or  "near  to"  Saddle  Mountain  Creek, 
but  right  into  it  pell  mell  and  out  of  it  again  with  the 
same  dashing  speed.  What's  the  matter  now?  All 
the  rigs  turn  aside  and  wait.  A  wagon  heavily  loaded 
and  a  hack  pass  by,  then  the  rest  fall  in  line  and  the 
boys  scatter  over  the  prairie  to  round  up  the  herd. 
Lucius,  their  leader,  had  remained  behind  to  lock  up 
the  house  and  clean  up  the  yard.  Now  he  must  take 
his  place. 

The  wild  horses  snort  as  they  are  driven  in,  slash 
their  tails,  and  almost  stand  on  their  heads,  the  others 
catch  the  spirit  and  away  we  go  bumping  from  side  to 
side,  laughing  and  signing  to  each  other  as  if  fairly 
intoxicated  with  life  itself. 

How  the  wild  crowd  went  swaying  along, 
Hailing  each  other  with  humor  and  song; 
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How  the  gay  school  boys  like  meteors  flash  by, 
Bright  for  a  moment,  then  lost  to  the  eye, 
Dashing,  slashing,  acting  insane 
Over  the  life  on  the  beautiful  plain. 

Suddenly  the  trail  is  left;  every  wagon  taking  a 
different  direction  and  the  prairie  is  dotted  over  with 
men,  women,  and  children,  gathering  wood.  Ropes 
are  thrown  over  dead  branches  which  are  pulled  crash- 
ing to  the  ground,  axes  are  swung  high  in  the  air  bring- 
ing down  limbs  that  only  leaned  earthward,  and  in  an 
incredibly  short  time  every  wagon  has  a  woodpile 
extension  at  the  back,  and  is  in  line  again  speeding 
ing  along  the  mountain  trail. 

Two  hours  for  dinner  under  an  Indian  arbor,  and 
away  we  go  followed  by  barking  dogs  and  crazy 
horses. 

When  almost  in  sight  of  Rainy  Mountain  the  pro- 
cession scatters  again,  this  time  to  hoe  down  the  tall 
grass  for  beds.     Soon  huge  bundles  are  hoisted  upon 
top  of  the  woodpiles  and  then  down  comes  the  rain. 

Next  day  "God's  Light  upon  the  Mountain"  burst 
forth  in  splendor.  All  day  long  the  women  stood  at 
the  quilting  frames,  tying  off  nine  comfortables  and 
earning  thereby  $37.00,  a  record  unsurpassed  within  the 
annals  of  the  tribe. 

At  Mountain  View  we  camped  in  the  large  field 
opposite  the  station  and  the  town  was  filled  with  In- 
dians eating  in  every  direction — north,  south,  east,  and 
west — reminding  one  of  the  story  of  the  negro  who  had 
heard  that  fifteen  thousand  loaves  and  fishes  had  been 
eaten  by  five  people  and  said,  "  De  miracle  was  dey 
didn't  bust.  " 

Money  seemed  as  plentiful.     Fire  water  was  procur- 
able and  one  man  coming  home  drunk,  drew  a  knife  on 
his   family  frightening  them  out  into  the  timber.     Not 
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being  a  "nation"  we  could  do  nothing,  not  even  handle 
a  hatchet. 

A  Profitable  Investment. 

Never  in  all  my  life  have  I  felt  the  heat  so  terrific. 

We  worked  outside,  of  course,  with  nothing  between 
us  and  the  boiling  sun  but  a  canvas  awning.  How- 
ever, we  finished  and  sold  thirty-one  comfortables  earn- 
ing $86.00  (the  tops  and  linings  were  prepared  at 
home,  of  course). 

We  invested  $7.56  of  Dr.  Murrow's  $10.00  in  batting 
and  linings,  pieced  twelve  crazy  patchwork  tops  out 
of  old  clothing,  odds  and  ends,  sold  eleven  of  them 
at  $5.00  each,  and  one  at  $2.50,  making  $57.50.  (Out 
of  the  full  $10.00  invested  we  took  in  $62.50,  having  a 
profit  of  $52.50.) 

The  Indians  were  fairly  astonished  when  they  heard 
the  result  of  their  investment,  but  their  faces  burst 
into  smiles  and  their  hands  and  tongues  into  "thank 
yous,"  when  they  heard  that  every  cent  of  the  money 
was  to  go  to  the  building  fund.  They  fully  expected 
that  it  would  have  to  be  divided  between  themselves 
and  the  gospel  for  another  tribe,  for  we  have  taught 
them  from  the  beginning  that  they  cannot  be  Christians 
and  spend  all  their  money  on  themselves.  Only  once 
have  they  rebelled  and  sent  all  the  quilt  money  to  the 
bank.  Dr.  Murrow's  gift  was  for  the  building  fund 
a-nd  what  money  was  earned  through  it  naturally  would 
go  to  the  same  object. 

Five  years  ago  Lucius  began  by  giving  five  and  ten 
cents  for  each  of  his  children  and  thirty  and  fifty  for 
himself  and  his  wife.  To-night,  after  the  excitement 
died  down,  he  produced  $8.00,  saying,  "I  give  it  all 
to  Jesus  and  his  church,  one  dollar  for  each  of  my 
children  and  a  dollar  and  a  half  apiece  from  Mabel  and 
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myself."  Another  man  gave  a  dollar,  another  two 
and  wee  Colonel  Randlett  gave  one  hundred  cents 
before  he  was  twenty-four  hours  old.  Altogether  we 
earned  and  collected  $169.50. 

Camp=Meeting  Talks. 

Tuesday  morning  we  broke  camp  for  Immanuel 
Mission  and  pitched  our  tents  in  the  yard.  I  will  give 
you  Lucius'  talk  and  tell  you  that  two  more  of  the 
Saddle  Mountain  men  were  baptized. 

Lucius  said: 

"I  want  to  make  two  talks.  In  the  first  place  to 
the  new  Christians  and  the  second  place  to  the  old  ones. 
I  understand  Jesus  has  a  book,  and  He  has  written 
your  names  down  in  it  who  were  baptized  to-day. 
When  a  white  man  wants  to  send  a  message  to  Wash- 
ington he  sends  a  telegram.  You  must  send  a  mes- 
sage to  Jesus  often  to  help  you.  Every  day  send  Him 
a  message  very  often,  and  to-night,  before  you  go  to 
sleep,  thank  Him  for  writing  your  names  in  His  ever- 
lasting book.  It  is  a  long  way  up  high  but  He  will 
hear  you. 

"Now,  I  will  say  a  few  words  to  the  old  Christians. 
Some  of  you  are  very  near  asleep,  but  I  want  you  to 
rub  open  your  eyes  and  listen.  The  devil  puts  you 
to  sleep  so  you  can't  hear  God's  words.  You  been 
hearing  a  lot  about  ghost  dance  and  mescal  but  I  will 
tell  you  some  more.  We  all  ought  to  be  honest  Chris- 
tians but  we  are  not.  Some  of  you  hide  your  money 
and  do  not  pay  up  your  store  bills.  You  been  steal- 
ing from  the  traders  when  you  don't  pay  up  and  I  am 
ashamed  of  you.  Some  of  you  keep  away  from  your 
store  bills  and  buy  things  for  your  body,  so  when 
others  see  you  they  will  say,  '  How  look  pretty  you  are. ' 

"This  is  not  right.  The  devil  makes  you  do  it,  but 
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Jesus  wants  you  to  pay  up.  For  five  years  I  have 
paid  up  every  cent  I  owe  and  how  happy  I  am.  I  can 
go  anywhere  without  money  and  get  anything  I  want, 
because  they  know  I  will  pay  them.  1  am  'shamed  of 
some  of  you  Christians,  and  I  want  you  to  stop  to  think 
what  you  been  doing. 

"When  you  get  your  grass  money  you  should  first 
lay  by  some  for  Jesus,  then  go  and  pay  up  your  store 
bills  and  spend  what  is  over  on  yourselves.  When 
you  don't  pay  up  the  traders  are  mad  and  I  feel  awful 
'shamed  when  I  hear  them  talk  about  you.  Another 
thing  I  want  you  to  remember,  that  you  have  a  new 
road  altogether.  You  have  houses  and  homes  and  you 
must  keep  them  clean.  You  should  clean  up  the  yard 
every  day  and  the  house  and  keep  at  it,  keep  at  it, 
keep  at  it  and  never  get  tired. 

"And  another  thing.  When  my  shirt  has  a  little 
hole  in  it,  I  ask  my  wife  to  put  a  patch  on  it.  It  is  not 
right  to  buy  new  things  all  the  time.  We  all  have 
some  old  clothes  and  we  don't  throw  them  away.  We 
keep  washing,  washing,  washing  twice  a  week.  Jesus 
gives  us  water  free,  and  soap,  and  you  men  ought  to 
help  your  wives  to  wash  and  keep  the  children  clean. 
I  wash  for  Mabel  often  and  it  isn't  hard  work.  We 
don't  buy  new  things  all  the  time.  We  keep  washing, 
washing,  washing  and  mending  till  the  things  get  too 
old,  and  then  we  don't  throw  them  away,  we  make 
dish-rags  and  try  all  the  time. 

"  Some  of  you  wear  your  shirts  till  they  get  dirty  and 
then  you  throw  them  away  and  get  new  ones,  and  that 
is  why  your  store  bills  are  so  large.  I  want  you  to 
have  one  good  suit  of  clothes  for  all  your  children  for 
Sunday  and  for  yourselves,  and  when  you  come  home 
put  them  away.  I've  had  this  suit  three  years,  but  I 
take  care  of  it. 


"  Another  thing.  I  want  you  men  and  women  to  be 
kind  to  each  other.  Some  of  you  get  mad  and  talk 
back.  When  your  husband  is  mad  and  talks  cross  to 
you  make  your  hearts  strong  and  don't  say  anything, 
and  pretty  soon  he  will  be  sorry  and  say  to  you,  '  My 
dear  wife,  I  did  wrong  when  I  gave  you  bad  talk;  will 
you  forgive  me?'  and  how  happy  you  will  be.  But 
if  you  talk  back  you  will  both  get  mad  and  it  will  get 
worse  and  worse. 

"My  brothers  and  my  sisters,  let  us  try  hard  to  be 
clean  on  the  Jesus  road.  Let  us  make  our  hearts 
clean,  and  then  our  clothes,  and  our  children,  for  the 
Jesus  road  is  a  clean  road  and  we  have  to  keep  at  it  all 
the  time  or  the  devil  will  make  us  dirty  again. 

"The  old  road  has  passed  away  and  we  have  a  new 
road  altogether. " 

August  6,  1 90 1,  was  the  date  fixed  for  the  grand 
opening  of  our  reservation.  For  weeks  before  the 
trails  had  been  alive  with  conveyances  of  every  descrip- 
tion flying  to  and  from  Lawton.  We  passed  through 
the  country  the  day  the  registering  began,  returning  the 
next  day,  and  in  that  short  time  the  good  roads  were 
worn  into  ruts  and  pitchholes,  and  the  prairies  ablaze 
in  every  direction.  Dust  and  ashes  and  cinders  and 
smoke,  darkness  and  desolation,  settled  round  us  as 
we  drove  home  in  the  night,  followed  by  two  men  who 
had  asked  us  to  pilot  them  through  the  new  country. 
Towns  sprang  up  in  a  night.  Lawton  had  a  population 
of  ten  thousand  six  days  before  it  could  be  a  town. 
It  had  four  hundred  places  of  business  and  fifteen 
hundred  tents  before  a  lot  could  be  purchased,  and  a 
daily  newspaper  the  first  day.  The  Presbyterians 
were  the  first  to  organize  a  church. 

At  El  Reno  a  man  made  $480.00  in  three  weeks 
with  five  tubs  in  a  tent,  charging  twenty-five  cents  a 
32 


bath.  Seventeen  carloads  of  beer  have  been  shipped 
into  the  new  towns. 

I  anticipate  no  trouble  from  our  Christian  Indians. 
They  are  holding  themselves  splendidly  steady  and  are 
too  enlightened  to  walk  into  danger  with  their  eyes 
open. 

A  year  ago  (August  18,  1900)  the  department,  after 
being  informed  most  carefully  regarding  the  situation 
notified  me  that  the  matter  was  settled  and  160  acres 
of  land  would  be  granted. 

The  allotment  is  permanently  made,  160  acres  of 
land  in  two  pieces:  80  acres  in  one  fairy  spot,  and 
80  in  another — half  a  mile  apart — and  registered 
in  Washington  in  the  name  of  "The  Women's  Baptist 
Home  Mission  Society  of  Chicago." 

Next  in  order  will  be  the  buildings.  The  Indians 
have  $425.94  in  the  bank  for  their  church,  and  ex- 
pect to  build  a  year  from  this  fall.  They  have  selected 
the  site  next  the  graveyard,  near  K'op-Talol-ah-Falls. 
Our  home  will  be  erected  on  the  other  eighty  acres  in 
the  midst  of  perennial  beauty. 

We  are  asking  the  Lord  for  money  enough  to  build 
suitable  buildings  right  from  the  first.  We  do  not  ask 
for  luxuries,  but  we  do  ask  for  conveniences,  both  for 
teaching  and  for  living. 
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Gifts  for  the  Church  at  Saddle  Mountain. 

"The  grandest  poems  are  not  written  in  words  but  in  deeds.  " 
The  Chinese  belonging  to  the  missions  in   San   Fran- 
cisco and  Oakland,  hearing  about  the  work  at  Saddle 
Mountain,  insisted  on  giving  $12.50  toward  the  church 
building  fund. 

After  Rev.  Walter  Roe  of  the  Dutch  Reformed 
Church  Colony,  Oklahoma  Territory,  had  read  to  his 
Cheyenne  and  Arapahoe  Christians  an  account  of  our 
Christmas  celebration  (1900)  they  became  very  much 
interested  and  wanted  to  help  build  the  church.  "A 
day  was  announced  for  the  offering,  and  so  eager  were 
the  Indians  that  one  man  and  his  wife  stood  by  to  see 
the  money  counted,  and  when  they  heard  that  it  lacked 
a  little  of  being  $20.00,  the  woman  gave  forty  cents  and 
the  man  pledged  the  balance  and  both  had  given  be- 
fore. Another  man  gave  another  dollar  and  still 
another  sent  seventy-five  cents,  being  unable  to  be 
present  because  of  a  sick  wife.  With  the  Sunday 
school  offering,  the  check  sent  amounted  to  $30.00. 

"My  Dear  Father,  Dr.  Murrow:  I  am  very  happy 
to  stand  here  and  write  a  letter  to  Dr.  Murrow,  and  I 
don't  know  how  many  times  I  will  say  thank  you  to 
him.  He  is  not  God's  son,  like  Jesus,  he  is  just  a  strong 
Christian  man,  and  we  are  his  children  and  want  him 
to  help  us  all  he  can.  We  are  just  like  Moses  a  long 
time  ago.  When  he  led  the  people  through  the  wil- 
derness the  enemies  came  close  but  God  told  Moses 
to  put  his  stick  down  and  touch  the  water  so  they  got 
through  all  right.  The  Indian  people  are  just  like  that. 
We  all  trust  Dr.  Murrow,  because  he  is  just  like  Moses, 
and  he  leads  this  people.  The  devil  is  right  near  us, 
so  we  ask  Dr.  Murrow  to  help  us  all  he  can.  " 

This  letter,  and  one  from  Heenkey  asking  Dr.  Mur- 
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row  to  help  them  build  their  church,  were  sent  the 
latter  part  of  October,  but  "before  they  called  He 
had  answered, "  but  in  His  own  way. 

Dr.  Murrow  replied: 

"Miss  Crawford  sent  me  your  letter  and  I  am  glad 
to  get  it.  I  am  always  glad  to  get  a  letter  from  any. of 
the  Kiowas.  You  want  a  church  house;  that  is  right. 
You  and  your  people  deserve  a  church  house.  God 
will  give  you  one.  But  you  must  be  patient.  God's 
time  has  not  come  yet.  Your  missionaries  are  wise 
women.  They  love  the  Kiowas.  They  will  work 
hard  for  Saddle  Mountain.  Be  patient.  Good  things 
grow  slowly.  When  God's  time  comes  He  will  direct 
his  servants  to  arise  and  build  a  house  for  his  service. 
My  heart  is  with  your  heart,  but  let  us  wait  on  God.  " 

After  mailing  the  following  letter  to  Colonel  Randlett, 
his  letter  was  taken  from  the  post  office : 

Saddle  Mountain,  November  3,  1901. 
Dear  Colonel  Randlett: 

We  are  in  great  trouble  in  our  neighborhood,  because 
the  Great  Father  has  taken  from  us  our  dear  sister 
Kokom's  daughter,  Mrs.  Ah-heah.  She  has  been  sick 
a  long  time  with  consumption  and  Friday  night  at 
6  o'clock  Jesus  came  for  her  and  left  all  our  hearts 
crying. 

Four  years  ago  she  gave  her  heart  to  Jesus  and  got 
a  new  life  altogether,  so  we  know  she  is  in  Heaven 
now. 

Before  we  heard  of  Jesus  and  Heaven  when  anybody 
died,  we  were  afraid  and  galloped  our  horses  to  bury 
the  body,  and  nobody  hardly  would  go  with  it.  Now 
it  is  all  changed.  We  are  not  afraid  of  death,  for  it  is 
only  the  gate  into  everlasting  life,  and  we  try  all  we  can 
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to  show  the  poor  lost  ones  the  way  to  be  saved.  We 
buried  our  sister  the  Jesus  way  and  did  not  follow  the 
old  road.  All  the  Indians  in  the  camp  drove  slowly 
one  behind  the  other  to  the  graveyard,  which  you  so 
kindly  got  for  us,  and  when  we  had  prayed  to  Jesus 
and  listened  to  His  own  words  the  body  was  buried, 
and  we  all  went  to  our  homes  with  sad  hearts,  but 
happy  because  we  know  our  sister  is  safe  at  home  with 
Jesus. 

To-day  we  have  heard  that  a  great  sorrow  has  come 
into  your  life,  because  your  boy,  whom  you  love  so 
dearly,  has  had  to  suffer  again.  We  are  only  poor 
Indians  and  cannot  help  you  any,  but  we  feel  that  we 
can  tell  you  we  are  sorry  for  you  and  for  him. 

When  a  big  storm  comes  up  our  horses  often  bunch 
together  between  the  mountains  and  stand  with  their 
heads  down  trying  to  keep  each  other  warm. 

A  great  storm  of  trouble  has  come  upon  you  and 
upon  us  lately.  Let  us  put  our  hearts  together,  and 
with  our  heads  bowed  down,  try  to  comfort  each  other 
under  the  shadow  of  our  Mighty  Rock,  Jesus. 

We  are  poor  Indians  and  cannot  help  you  any,  but 
we  can  promise  you  that  we  will  try  to  be  good  citizens 
and  not  give  you  any  trouble.  If  one  or  two  of  our 
Saddle  Mountain  Indians  do  wrong,  do  not  think  we 
are  all  in  it,  for  we  are  not,  and  we  are  ashamed  of 
them.  We  try  to  do  right  for  Jesus'  sake,  and  when 
we  make  a  mistake  we  are  all  sorry. 

We  put  our  hearts  beside  yours  in  your  trouble,  and 
we  pray  that  both  you  and  your  boy  may  meet  us 
some  day  in  the  home  Jesus  is  preparing  for  us  all. 

Written  on  behalf  of  Daw-kee-boom-G'ee-K'op  Mis- 
sionary Society. 

Lucius  Aitsan, 

November  2,  1901.  Secretary. 
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Department  of  the  Interior. 

United  States  Indian  Service. 

Kiowa  Agency. 

Anadarko,  October  31,  1901. 
Miss  Isabel  Crawford,  Saddle  Mountain  Mission,  Okla- 
homa. 
■  My  Dear  Miss  Crawford: 

I  am  just  writing  to  tell  you  a  pretty  little  story 
about  a  ride  I  took  yesterday  with  the  president  and 
directors  of  the  Rock  Island  Railway  Company. 

The  vice-president,  Mr.  Parker,  wired  me  that  the 
train  would  pass  here  at  12:30  and  invited  me  to  join 
them  on  a  trip  to  Lawton.  I  closed  my  desk  and  went 
with  them — was  just  away  three  hours.  On  the  way 
up  from  Lawton  Mr.  Parker  kindly  inquired  for  you 
and  the  prospects  of  your  mission.  I  told  him  you 
were  prospering  in  your  labors,  but  under  trials  and 
tribulations  that  were  enormous,  but  that  you  were 
not  disheartened.  Those  of  the  gentlemen  who  listened 
to  Mr.  Parker's  praises  of  you  and  your  young  lady 
associate,  became  much  interested  when  he  remarked 
that  you  ought  to  be  helped  with  funds  to  enable  you 
to  commence  the  construction  of  your  little  church 
building. 

This  resulted  in  one  of  the  party  taking  out  a  twenty 
dollar  bill  and  saying:  "Here  is  a  starter,  let  us  raise 
the  two  hundred  dollars  she  needs.  " 

One  of  the  young  gentlemen  went  out  into  the  other 
car,  and  in  a  few  minutes  returned  with  the  cash  in  his 
hands  and  handed  it  to  me  to  deliver  to  you.  When 
he  counted  it  into  my  hand  it  was  found  to  amount 
to  $240.00.  A  Mr.  Cabel  then  pulled  out  a  ten  dollar 
bill  and  made  it  $250.00.  By  this  time  I  began  to  feel 
my  pig  nature  aroused,  and  said  to  myself:  "I  wish  I 
could  have  told  them  she  needed  four  hundred  instead 
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of  two  hundred,  for  I  know  those  kind-hearted  fellows 
would  have  handed  it  out  cheerfully.  " 

Now  my  happy  story  ends.  What  say  to  the  Doxol- 
ogy?     With  congratulations,  I  remain, 

Yours  sincerely, 
James  F.  Randlett,  Lt.  Col.,  U.  S.  A., 

U.  S.  Indian  Agent. 

The  following  Sunday,  November  ioth,  a  houseful  of 
Indians  gathered  for  service.  They  listened  as  Indians 
always  do  listen  to  a  talk  about  the  bad  spirit  that  pulls 
us  down  and  the  good  spirit  that  helps  us  up. 

The  work  of  the  bad  spirit  was  illustrated  by  this 
story:  A  man  was  walking  down  the  road,  followed 
everywhere  he  turned,  by  a  lot  of  pigs.  He  carried 
a  bag  of  beans  and  dropping  them  as  he  went  the  pigs 
followed  blindly  after  him. 

The  devil  throws  out  here  and  there  along  the  journey 
of  life  enjoyments  which  coax  his  followers  on  to 
destruction. 

The  work  of  the  good  spirit  was  illustrated  thus: 
Away  across  the  "big  water"  mothers  anxious  that 
their  children  shall  not  waste  time,  give  them  knitting 
to  do  and  wind_  in  throughout  the  balls  shining  coins 
and  little  pretty  things  so  that  when  the  fingers  might 
grow  weary  and  throw  down  the  work. 

"  From  out  the  ball  will  drop  the  hidden  gift, 
To  please,  and  urge  them  on  to  search  for  more.  " 

Jesus  knows  we  are  like  little  children,  needing  en- 
couragement along  the  way  while  trying  so  hard  to 
build  a  church  for  Him,  and  to-day  He  has  sent  us  a 
great  present. 

Colonel  Randlett's  letter  was  then  read  and  Lucius 
voiced  the  feeling  of  the  multitude  exactly  when  he 
said: 
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"We  all  feel  jumped  (surprised)  and  say  thank  you 
to  Jesus.  " 

Letters  of  thanks  were  written  by  both  men  and 
women,  and  the  universal  emphatic  decision  was, 
"Now  we  know  Jesus  has  answered  our  prayers.  We 
never  expected  any  help  from  them." 

Lieutenant-Colonel  Baldwin,  a  former  agent,  Miss 
Reeside,  Miss  Ballew,  Miss  Jensen,  Mrs.  Dunn  and 
friends  in  Grand  Forks  and  Buffalo  contributed  at 
different  times  $39.00,  which  we  have  invested  and  re- 
invested in  calico  and  batting,  and  last  year  alone 
earned  $201.25  through  our  patchwork  and  quilting 
department. 

An  Indian  also  contributed  a  dollar  to  this  fund, 
saying,"  If  we  put  it  in  the  bank  it  will  just  stay  one 
dollar,  but  if  we  spend  it  and  work,  it  will  get  bigger 
and  bigger.  " 

This  then  is  the  sum  and  total  of  our  outside  finan- 
cial help,  but  there  has  been  other  help  and  encourage- 
ment given  us  right  here  that  has  been  of  far  more 
value  than  silver  or  gold. 

The  kindness  of  the  government  has  been  marked. 
Every  courtesy  that  could  be  lawfully  granted  has  been 
extended  willingly  and  even  gladly.  Beside  the  land 
for  the  Mission,  Colonel  Randlett  and  Inspector  Nesler 
put  their  heads  and  their  hearts  together  and  located 
one  of  the  four  Kiowa  grave  yards  (forty  acres)  at 
Saddle  Mountain,  joining  the  mission  property. 

When  the  leasing  of  Indian  allotments  began,  every 
applicant  that  we  recommended  was  accepted  by  the 
department,  and  Colonel  Randlett's  last  act  of  k'ndness 
was  in  using  his  influence  to  secure  a  post-office  for 
Saddle  Mountain,  which  gives  us  a  mail  service  three 
times  a  week. 

The  government  school  at  Rainy  Mountain,  with 
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Mrs.  Dunn  as  superintendent,  has  always  been  to  all 
the  missionaries,  a  regular  shelter  in  the  time  of  storm. 
(And  just  here  let  me  say  that  friends  from  a  distance, 
attending  the  camp-meetings,  surprised  by  the  clean- 
liness, neatness,  and  style  of  the  school  children,  have 
gone  back  and  written  long  articles  for  the  papers, 
attributing  every  bit  of  the  credit  to  the  missionaries. 
This  is  not  right.) 

How  many  times  during  the  last  six  years  of  "rough- 
ing it"  have  I  been  taken  into  the  school  muddy, 
hungry,  and  half-drowned  to  be  soothed  and  fed 
and  laughed  at  and  comforted  by  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Dunn,  and  then  given  a  nice  clean  room  with  a  fire  in 
it,  lots  of  rain  water  and  soap,  and  a  bed  with  plenty 
of  good  warm  "I.  D.  "  blankets  on  it? 

Only  an  exile  from  home  among  Indians  can  know 
how  much  such  attentions  were  appreciated. 

"  It  always  comes — God's  help  to  human  need- 
In  measures  often  that  our  hopes  exceed ; 
God's  answer  to  the  prayer  our  lips  repeat, 
In  common  blessings,  or  surprises  sweet.  " 


Indians  Testifying  Before  Whites. 

"We  are  not  here  to  play,  to  dream,  to  drift; 
We  have  hard  work  to  do,  and  loads  to  lift, 
Shun  not  the  struggle — face  it — 'tis  God's  gift.  " 

"This  word  is  something  I  believe.  Jesus  said  He 
would  save  any  poor  man  or  anybody.  I  am  a  poor 
man.  He  died  for  sinners.  I  am  a  sinner.  I  am 
not  a  strong  Christian  but  I  try.  I  find  out,  and  I 
studied,  and  I  learned,  and  I  believe  this  is  the  biggest 
work  in  all  the  world,  this  working  for  Jesus.  I  will 
give  some  money  to  Jesus  to-day,  because  we  are  trying 
hard  to  hold  up  the  light  at  Saddle  Mountain,  and  I 
want  all  people  to  hear  the  gospel  and  see  it  go." 

Sunday,  August  24th,  was  an  eventful  day  at  Sad- 
dle Mountain.  It  began  with  a  carnal  conflict  and  ended 
with  a  spiritual  victory. 

About  sunrise  a  wagon  drew  up  in  front  of  "the 
house  of  the  interpreter"  and  the  driver  said,  "Good 
morning,  Lucius,  I  understand  you  have  big  meetings 
over  here  every  Sunday,  and  last  night  we  killed  a  beef 
so  that  it  is  nice  and  fresh,  and  we  thought  you  would 
like  to  buy  some  for  your  dinners."  And  our  brave 
Lucius  replied,  "You  must  excuse  us,  we  are 
Christian  Indians,  and  don't  do  any  trading  on  Jesus' 
day."     (The  man  drove  off  fast.) 

At  eleven  o'clock  we  had  our  regular  service.  A 
big  bunch  of  cattle,  worried  by  numbers  of  church- 
going  dogs  came  on  the  gallop  toward  the  arbor.  The 
Indians  were  singing  when  they  came  opposite,  and, 
as  if  by  common  consent,  eveiy  animal  wheeled  on 
the  dogs,  shook  their  horns,  and  stood  and  listened 
with  heads  erect.  When  they  had  satisfied  themselves 
they  turned  and  slowly  walked  away. 

At  two  o'clock  I  unburdened  my  heart. 


"When  a  lamp  is  lit  the  light  falls  on  everybody  in 
the  room  but  strongest  on  those  nearest  it.  When 
God  sends  rain  He  sends  it  upon  the  erops  of  saved 
and  unsaved  alike.  Before  Jesus  went  up  to  Heaven 
He  said,  'Go  into  all  the  world  and  preach  the  gospel 
to  every  creature. '  Begin  at  home  and  reach  out. 
Here  we  are,  nearly  all  Christians,  working  hard  to  send 
the  gospel  to  the  Hopi  Indians,  yet  forgetting  the  people 
at  our  very  door. 

"Jesus  has  troubled  me  very  much  in  my  heart 
about  them.  For  a  long  time  I  thought  I  could  not 
make  time  to  carry  them  the  gospel,  but  this  week 
Jesus  has  changed  my  mind  and  now  I  am  ready 
to  take  His  message  to  the  white  people  and  I  want 
you  to  help  me. 

Yesterday  an  arbor  was  put  up  on  the  same  place 
(now  owned  by  a  white  man)  where  your  gospel  tent 
has  stood  all  these  years,  and  to-night  and  every  Sun- 
day night,  there  will  be  service.  Lucius  and  I  are  going 
to  talk  and  I  want  some  more  of  you  to  come  and  help 
Jesus.     Who  will  come  ? ' ' 

All  seemed  afraid.  They  said,  "White  people  are 
dangerous,  they  will  laugh  at  us  and  bring  revolvers 
and  act  crazy.  We  draw  back.  We  are  afraid.  It 
is  too  hard.     It  is  awful.  " 

The  people  calling  for  mail  had  spread  the  news,  and 
when  darkness  closed  in,  about  forty  white  people  and 
three  Indians  gathered  under  the  arbor.  The  scripture 
lesson  was  from  Acts  9:  1-23,  and  as  near  as  can  be 
remembered  the  talk  ran  as  follows: 

"In  a  room  in  Damascus  Saul  sat  sad  and  broken- 
hearted. His  past  life  rose  before  him  with  awful 
vividness,  and  the  angel  face  of  Stephen  haunted  him 
almost  to  distraction. 

"  In  the  same   city,  in   another  street,  there   lived   a 
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Christian  man  called  Ananias,  and  the  Lord  appeared 
to  him  in  a  vision  and  told  him  to  arise  and  go  to  such 
a  street  and  such  a  house  and  enquire  for  such  a  man. 
But  Ananias  was  so  frightened  that  he  refused  to  go 
till  the  order  was  given  the  second  time.  Then  he 
arose  and  went,  and  when  he  found  Saul  he  did  not 
beat  round  the  bush.  He  walked  right  up  to  him, 
put  his  hand  on  him,  and  said,  '  Brother  Saul,  Jesus 
has  sent  me  to  you  to  help  you. '  And  poor  Saul 
lifted  up  his  blind  eyes  and  saw  a  face  he  had  never 
seen  before  full  of  love  and  sympathy,  and  the  light  ran 
from  his  eyes  to  his  soul  and  he  arose  and  followed 
Jesus,  even  into  baptism,  which  meant  for  him  a  life 
of  persecution  and,  perhaps,  death.  Then  he  went 
everywhere  preaching  the  gospel. 

"  Out  on  these  prairies  in  this  new  country  I  believe 
there  are  many  sad  and  broken-hearted  ones,  whose 
past  lives  rise  before  them  stirring  up  a  flood  of  feeling 
that  almost  overwhelms  them.  It  may  be  that  an 
angel  face  of  mother,  father,  sister,  brother,  wife,  or 
darling  babe  may  constantly  linger  near  waking  up 
memories  too  tender  for  words. 

"  You  are  lonesome  and  weary,  longing  for  something 
you  know  not  what.  You  are  restless  and  dissatisfied. 
Down  deep  in  your  heart  you  are  hungry  for  a  touch 
of  sympathy  to  draw  you  into  a  better  life.  I  do  not 
know  who  you  are,  but  the  Master  does.  He  knows 
who  you  are,  where  you  live,  and  where  you  came 
from.  Last  week  He  made  me  think  about  you  and 
He  troubled  me  so  I  couldn't  sleep  till  I  had  promised 
Him  to  come  to  you.  And  so  I  have  come,  with  three 
of  our  Indians,  who  also  hesitated,  not  to  preach,  we 
cannot  do  that,  but  just  to  take  you. by  the  hand  and 
with  full  hearts  say,  '  My  brother,  my  sister,  Jesus  has 
sent  us  to  you  to  help  you. ' 
44 


"A  man  was  auctioning  off  a  picture  once.  He  placed 
it  on  a  chair,  and  standing  behind  it,  pointed  out  its 
beauties.  The  people  heard  his  voice  but  looked  at 
the  picture. 

"To-night  we  are  but  'the  voice  of  one  crying  in  the 
wilderness.'  Look  to  Jesus!  Look  to  Jesus!  Look 
to  Jesus !  Listen  to  the  voice  but  '  behold  the  Lamb 
of  God  which  taketh  away  the  sin  of  the  world. '  If 
any  of  you  go  away  thinking,  we  shall  be  satisfied. 
If  any  of  you  go  away  praying,  we  shall  be  more  than 
satisfied,  for  up  in  Heaven  the  angels  will  say,  '  Behold 
he  prayeth!     Behold  she  prayeth!'     Let  us  pray." 

After  the  prayer,  Lucius  arose.  His  face  was  set 
and  his  breathing  short.  After  a  few  nervous  twitches 
about  the  mouth  and  arms,  he  said: 

"You  all  know  we  are  Indians.  We  lived  in  the 
darkness  many  years.  But  our  Great  Father  was  kind 
to  us  and  sent  us  the  light.  To-night  when  you  were 
coming  you  were  in  the  darkness  till  you  saw  the  light 
over  here,  and  then  you  turned  and  followed  it  till 
you  got  under  this  arbor.  We  were  the  same  way.  We 
saw  just  a  little  light  at  first,  but  we  hunted  and  hunted, 
and  now  I  am  glad  to  say  we  are  in  the  light.  But  we 
are  weak  yet,  the  devil  beats  us  many  times,  but  we 
try  all  we  can  to  follow  Jesus.  I  am  not  ashamed  to 
stand  before  your  faces  to  tell  you  I  am  saved,  because 
I  know  it.  I  know  I  am  a  Christian  for  God's  Holy 
Spirit  has  come  into  my  heart  and  he  makes  me  know 
that  I  am  saved.  You  white  people  know  everything. 
You  can  read  the  Bible  for  yourselves  and  see  the 
light  if  you  want  to,  but  some  of  you  are  in  the  dark- 
ness yet. 

"The  Great  Father  sent  the  only  son  He  ever  had  to 
die  for  you.  Why  don't  you  love  Him  and  give  Him 
your  hearts?  Jesus  came  to  this  world  to  seek  poor 
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sinners.  He  did  not  come  for  only  Indians  or  only 
black  men  or  white  people.  He  did  not  come  to  look 
for  skins.  He  came  to  look  for  your  heart  and  mine 
and  everybody's. 

"  When  we  were  in  the  darkness  we  had  no  missionary 
and  had  to  look  everywhere  for  the  light  and  go  where 
the  gospel  was.  After  a  while  Jesus  sent  Miss  Craw- 
ford over  here  with  a  light  and  it  has  spread  all  over  and 
many  of  us  are  saved.  You  are  the  same  way  at  first. 
There  is  no  missionary  to  talk  to  you  but  now  the 
Holy  Spirit  has  talked  to  Miss  Crawford's  heart,  and 
every  Sunday  night  she  will  come  over  here  and  tell 
you  about  Jesus  the  best  way  she  knows  how.  I 
want  you  to  listen  very  carefully  to  everything  she 
tells  you  for  it  is  not  her  talk.  She  tells  you  Jesus' 
own  words,  and  if  you  listen  to  her  you  will  come  to 
the  light  and  find  everlasting  life  in  Heaven.  We 
want  you  to  give  your  hearts  to  Jesus  and  we  will 
pray  for  you  that  Jesus  will  send  His  Holy  Spirit  to 
show  you  the  way  to  be  saved,  i  am  not  ashamed 
to  stand  before  you  to-night  and  tell  you  I  am  saved, 
because  the  Holy  Spirit  tells  me  I  am  and  I  know  it 
myself.  I  want  you  to  go  away  thinking  and  praying 
and  keep  looking  for  the  Jesus  road  till  you  find  it." 

Kokom :  "I  am  a  Christian  Indian  but  I  don't 
know  much.  When  the  country  opened  for  settlement 
a  lot  of  white  people  came  in  here  and  some  of  them 
are  Christians,  and  some  of  them  are  very  bad  people. 
We  don't  know  yet  which  are  the  good  and  which  are 
the  bad,  but  we  hope  to  know  soon  and  then  the  Chris- 
tian Indians  and  Christian  white  people  must  stand 
together  and  try  very  hard  to  find  the  poor  sinners 
and  bring  them  to  Jesus  to  be  saved. " 

Spotted    Bird:     "I   am   not   belong   to   this   settle- 
ment.    I   belong  to   Elk  Creek.     My  brother  is  Chief 
Lonewolf,  and  I  am  a  deacon  in  the  church  over  there. 
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We  came  to  this  meeting  to-night  to  tell  you  about 
Jesus.  He  came  to  this  world  to  save  poor  sinners, 
and  if  you  will  give  Him  your  hearts  He  will  give  you 
everlasting  life.  When  you  get  through  with  living 
here  He  will  take  you  to  Heaven.  There  isn't  going  to 
be  any  more  thirsty  there,  there  isn't  going  to  be  any 
more  hungry  there,  there  isn't  going  to  be  any  more 
tears,  and  I  don't  know  how  happy  we  will  be. 

11  If  you  make  fun  of  me  I'm  not  ashamed,  for  the  Holy 
Spirit  tells  me  to  stand  before  your  faces  and  tell  you  the 
way  to  be  saved.  If  you  laugh  I  can't  help  it,  but  I 
will  pray  for  you  and  ask  Jesus  to  forgive  you  and  give 
you  a  new  heart.  " 

Not  a  person  laughed  or  behaved  himself  unseemly 
from  the  beginning  of  the  service  to  the  close,  only  the 
wolves  kept  up  a  blood-curdling  howling  from  the 
hills  that  seemed  uncomfortably  near.  Next  day 
one  of  the  neighbors  came  in  and  said,  "When  Lucius 
was  talking  last  night  Joe  Bond's  eyes  was  busted  in 
his  head. " 

Later  in  the  day  Mr.  Bond,  the  cattleman,  called 
himself  and  said,  "I  always  thought  before  that  the 
Indians  were  very  ignorant  and  if  they  liked  anybody 
they  would  try  to  please  them,  but  last  night  I  got  my 
eyes  opened.  Lucius'  talk  surprised  me  very  much. 
That  fellow  knows  what  he  is  talking  about,  and  so 
do  the  others.  The  white  people  in  here  don't  under- 
stand the  Indians;  they  know  more  than  they  think 
they  do. 

At  the  morning  service  a  herd  of  cattle  were  stopped 
in  their  mad  career  by  the  Indians  singing,  and  went 
away  slowly  with  heads  down.  We  believe  that 
from  the  evening  service  souls  touched  by  the  Indians 
talks  went  away  to  think  and  perhaps  to  pray. 

Four  more  candidates  are  ready  for  baptism  when 
Brother  Clouse  returns. 
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Journal  Jottings  for  October,  1902 

Since  August  ist,  the  Indians  have  been  on  the 
qui  vive  of  excitement  about  their  church  building. 
When  will  it  be  begun?  When  can  we  start  for  the 
lumber?  Will  it  be  ready  for  Jesus'  birthday?  are 
samples  of  the  questions  frequently  and  eagerly 
asked. 

Sunday,  September  29th,  the  lesson  was  taken  from 
I  Kings  5:  1-18,  The  Temple.  The  temple  was  built  of 
stone  and  lumber.  God's  people  worked  one  month 
chopping  down  trees  and  getting  out  stone;  then  xested 
two,  and  kept  on  in  this  way  till  they  had  gotten 
enough.  Then  they  hunted  for  good  workmen  to  do 
the  work  which  they  were  not  able  to  do  themselves, 
and  at  the  end  of  about  seven  years  they  gave  to  the 
Lord  a  beautiful  house.  Our  house  at  Saddle  Mountain 
will  not  be  nearly  as  nice  as  the  Temple  at  Jerusalem, 
but  if  we  give  Jesus  the  best  we  can,  He  will  think  it  as 
good  as  the  best.  We  have  studied  over  all  the  business 
and  have  found  that  if  you  all  do  your  best  you  can 
give  Jesus  a  stone  and  lumber  church.  Talk  it  over 
and  see  if  you  can  all  think  the  same  way. 

A  long  discussion  followed  this  lesson  which  resulted 
in  a  decision  against  stone  and  for  lumber.  This  de- 
cision was  announced  at  a  business  meeting  held  October 
5th,  and  the  announcement  was  received  with  rejoicing. 

Tone-woh  was  appointed  "  hauling-chief "  and  Odle- 
paugh  " waking-up-in-the-morning  chief." 

The  getting  of  estimates  and  arranging  for  the  pur- 
chase of  lumber  was  next  in  order  and  consumed  con- 
siderable time,  and  finally  all  hopes  and  expectations 
centered  upon  the  coming  of  Mr.  Hugh  Crawford,  who 
had  been  persuaded  by  his  sister  to  so  arrange  his  busi- 
ness that  he  could  spend  two  years  at  the  mission  and 


help  through  the  complications  of  building  and  farm 
opening,  and  Miss  Crawford's  next  journal  entry  is: 

October  7th.  The  Indians  are  listening  with  all 
their  ears  to  hear  of  his  arrival,  and  when  he  comes 
there  will  be  no  rest  until  all  start  for  the  lumber. 
Every  man,  woman,  and  child  is  going.  They  say 
all  gave  money  and  all  must  help.  How  to  hold  them 
in  their  homes  till  the  right  time  is  a  problem.  We 
don't  want  them  to  go  into  camp  for  Jesus,  weeks 
before  it  is  necessary,  for  we  hope  the  old  "camping 
around"  road  has  passed  away. 

October  12th.  Excitement  surged  to-day  like  the 
waves  of  the  sea.  "When  can  we  haul  the  lumber? 
When  can  we  haul  the  lumber?  May  be  so  next 
week  for  sure. 

"We  don't  like  this.  Every  Sunday  you  tell  us 
to  wait  one  more  week,  one  more  week,  one  more  week, 
till  we're  tired  of  it.  Now  this  is  our  plan:  On  Tues- 
day we  will  go  into  camp  at  Rainy  Mountain  and 
wait  there  until  you  send  us  word.  " 

A  promise  from  my  brother  of  a  beef  succeeded  in 
persuading  them  to  wait  one  week  more,  and  all  departed 
jubilant. 

October  14th.  At  an  unearthly  hour  this  morning 
Hugh  started  for  Harrison  to  meet  the  contractor. 
An  hour  after  his  departure  Lucius  and  Odelpaugh 
arrived  to  give  him  the  "hurry-up-road,"  and  were 
surprised  to  find  him  gone.  After  seating  themselves 
Lucius  said  with  tears  in  his  eyes,  "We  can't  wait 
no  longer.  We  want  to  start  Friday.  What  you  say? 
Our  idea  is  this:  We  will  go  into  camp  at  Rainy 
Mountain  Friday.  Tannoity  has  sent  us  word  we 
may  camp  on  her  allotment  and  she  won't  charge 
Jesus  anything  for  the  grass.  On  Saturday  we  will  fix 
up  the  camp,  on  Sunday  we  will  go  to  the  mission  and 
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catch  the  Christians  and  see  how  many  of  them  will 
help  us  haul.     Then  Monday  we  will  get  started." 

When  they  were  told  their  plan  was  good,  that  they 
had  waited  patiently  and  could  go  on  Friday,  it  was 
as  though  an  electric  current  had  struck  them  both. 
Their  faces  seemed  to  swell  up  and  deepen  in 
color,  and  in  less  than  two  minutes  they  were  out  of 
the  door,  on  horseback,  and  galloping  across  the  prairie 
to  their  homes  to  "hurry  up  the  women.  " 

All  day  as  I  looked  forth  from  the  window,  I  could 
see  them  hurrying  back  and  forth  from  houses  to 
wagons  in  great  haste. 

October  15th.  The  contractor,  Mr.  Cooper,  arrived 
to-day.     He  is  a  Christian  and  a  Baptist  from  Texas. 

October  17th.  Away  they  go,  bright  and  early — 
the  women  and  children,  tents  and  bedding  loaded  on 
wagons  minus  the  wagon  boxes.  Mr.  Cooper  de- 
parted with  them,  having  secured  the  contract  with  Mr. 
Hugh  Crawford  for  the  building  of  the  church  at  Sad- 
dle Mountain. 

October  18th.  Went  out  and  secured  the  carpenters 
living  near,  offering  them  $1.50  per  day,  which  they 
were  glad  to  take  and  board  at  home,  saying  this  was 
better  than  leaving  home  for  $2.50. 

October  20th.  Got  to  Harrison  bright  and  early, 
but  the  Indians  arrived  with  their  wagons  before  the 
lumber  was  bought. 

October  23d.  Twenty-three  loads  of  lumber  arrived 
to-day.  The  Indians  drove  past  flying  and  brother 
turned  over  the  beef  we  had  promised  them. 

October  26th.  Aycompto,  Doymah,  and  Tonacho, 
from  Saddle  Mountain  District,  were  baptized  to-day, 
by  Mr.  Clouse  at  Rainy  Mountain,  while  off  for  lumber. 

October  27th.      Digging  the  trench  for  the  foundation 
of  the  church  began  to-day. 
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October  30th.  She  came,  she  came,  she  came. 
Now  I'll  not  be  asked  any  more,  "Is  Miss  Bare  back?" 
I'm  glad  she's  here. 

October  31st.  Early  this  morning  the  hack  came 
for  us.  Sadly  we  returned  with  it  to  the  "house  of  the 
interpreter"  to  comfort  sorrowing  ones  Little  Stella 
Stumbling  Bear  had  gone  on  the  "long  and  distant 
journey,"  leaving  the  hearts  of  her  parents  crushed 
and  bleeding.  "It  pleased  the  Lord  to  bruise  Him," 
His  only  and  well-beloved  son,  not  because  He  did  not  love 
Him,  but  because  He  loved  us.  If  it  has  pleased  the 
Lord  to  bruise  you,  it  is  that  He  may  draw  you  and  all 
of  us  nearer  to  Himself." 

At  the  grave  we  waited  an  hour  while  the  diggers 
complete  the  excavation.  When  all  was  in  readiness 
the  father  staggered  to  his  feet  and  prayed.  "We  all 
know  that  you  can  take  better  care  of  her  than  we  can, 
Jesus,  but  we  tried  to  keep  her  with  us.  It  wasn't 
your  way,  but  we  haven't  any  hard  feelings  toward 
you.  We  will  get  up  again  and  try  hard  to  follow 
on.  We  will  stay  round  here  all  our  life,  and  when 
we  die  we  will  be  buried  beside  our  little  daughter, 
and  we  know  we  will  meet  her  again  in  Heaven  before 
Jesus'  face."  Aycompto  and  Doymah  pulled  up  the 
weeds  joining  the  plot  in  which  their  little  Kittie  sleeps. 
Another  daughter  is  nearing  the  boundary  and  they 
were  preparing  for  her  burial.  He  has  sent  us  to  bind 
up  the  broken  hearted. 

"A  whispered  word  may  touch  the  heart  and  call  it  back  to  life; 
A  look  of  love  bid  sin  depart  and  still  unholy  strife. 
No  act  falls  fruitless,  none  can  tell  how  vast  its  power  may  be, 
Nor  what  results  enfolded,  dwell  within  it  silently.  " 


Laying  the  Cornerstone,  November  9, 
1902 

Singing — "The  Mission  of  Jesus" Gotobo 

"  Whom  did  the  Father  send  down  to  save  us? 
The  Father  sent  Jesus  to  save  us. 
Jesus  came  down  to  save  the  souls  of  all  people. 
Jesus  came  down  to  save  your  soul  and  my  soul.  " 

Prayer Mr.  Queototi 

"Jesus,  we  thank  Thee  that  we  have  come  together 
for  the  corner  on  this  church.  We  don't  understand 
what  it  means  to  put  our  names  in  this  tin  box,  but  you 
are  the  chief,  and  you  have  brought  us  together  on  this 
road.  I  thank  you  that  I  am  saved  to-day.  I  am 
an  old  man,  but  I  stand  with  the  young  men  on  this 
road.  I  want  you  to  send  the  Holy  Spirit  among  us 
to  guide  us.  To-day  we  are  gathered  around  our  new 
church  to  get  it  started.  I  have  been  very  wicked 
and  a  great  sinner,  but  to-day  I  am  saved.  " 

Scripture  reading — Psalm  ioo.     Amos  Aitsan. 

"Make  a  joyful  noise  unto  the  Lord,  all  ye  lands, 
serve  the  Lord  with  gladness,  come  before  His  presence 
with  singing.  Know  ye  that  the  Lord,  He  is  God;  it  is 
He  that  hath  made  us  and  not  we  ourselves.  We  are 
His  people,  and  the  sheep  of  His  pasture.  Enter  into 
His  gates  with  thanksgiving  and  into  His  courts  with 
praise.  Be  thankful  unto  Him  and  bless  His  name. 
For  the  Lord  is  good,  His  mercy  is  everlasting  and  His 
truth  endureth  to  all  generations." 

The  foundation  of  the  church  had  been  laid  and  the 
frame  was  up,  but  in  the  corner  of  the  vestibule  a  place 
had  been  made  for  the  cornet  stone.  A  board  on  which 
was  a  pile  of  mortar  and  an  ordinary  trowel,  rested 
on  the  joists  and  a  good  sized  solid  stone  kept  it  com- 
pany. 

The  Indians  with  faces  keen  with  excitement  and  en- 
thusiasm climbed  over  the  piles  of  lumber  and  pressed 
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as  near  as  they  could  get.  After  the  opening  service 
of  singing,  prayer,  and  the  scripture  reading,  Lucius 
Aitsan,  secretary  of  Daw-kee-boom-gee-K'op  (God's 
Light  on  the  Mountain),  read  the  history  of  the  work 
at  Saddle  Mountain,  outlined  as  follows: 

April  12,  1896.     Work  begun  at  Saddle  Mountain. 

June  19,  1897.     First  arbor  built  for  Jesus. 

November  16,  1897.     The  gospel  tent  set  up. 

May  10,  1898.     Daw-kee-boom-gee-K'op  organized. 

August  1,  1898.  First  money  given  to  Jesus — $17.26 
toward  sending  the  gospel  to  another  tribe,  and  $17.31 
toward  a  church  building  fund. 

October  4,  1898.  One  hundred  and  sixty  acres  of 
land  promised  Jesus. 

June  19,  1900.     Second  arbor  built  for  Jesus. 

May  12,  1 90 1.     Land  for  Jesus  selected. 

August  15,  1 90 1.      Building  site  selected. 

November  17,  1901.     Sunlight  Mission  born. 

November  9,  1902.  Cornerstone  of  church  building 
laid. 

When  the  reading  of  the  history  was  completed  the 
manuscript  was  placed  in  a  tin  box,  and  then  the  In- 
dians passed  up  dropping  in  their  names  and  the  names 
of  all  who  had  contributed  toward  the  building,  whether 
now  living  or  dead,  present  or  absent.  Mrs.  Tonemah, 
president  of  the  society,  put  in  a  block  of  patchwork 
and  some  buckskin  and  beads;  Mr.  Heenkey,  the  vice- 
president,  another  block  of  patchwork,  a  piece  of  china 
painting  and  small  pictures  of  Paul  sewing  on  a  tent,  of 
men  chopping  down  trees  for  the  temple,  and  of  men, 
women,  and  children  giving  money  to  Jesus.  The 
treasurer,  Mrs.  Dawtobah,  dropped  in  the  gold  dollar 
and  ten  cent  piece  that  were  the  first  contributions 
toward  the  church.  Mrs.  Aitsan  put  in  a  Bible.  Mr. 
Doybah  a  Kiowa  hymn  book.  Hester  a  church  man- 
uel.  Minnie  a  copy  of  Tidings,  containing  the  names  of 
all  the  head  officers.  Mr.  Quototi  the  Sunlight  Mission 
pamphlet.  A  flock  of  little  brownies  then  came  up 
and   dropped  in  the  box  their  names  of  Commissioner 
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Jones,  Inspector  Nesler,  Colonel  J.  F.  Randlett,  Briga- 
dier-General F.  D.  Baldwin,  Robert  Burdette,  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Clouse,  Misses  Reeside,  Ballew,  McLean,  Wil- 
liams, Jensen,  Mrs.  Stevens,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Dunn,  Grand 
Forks  Baptists,  Buffalo  Baptists,  Chinese  of  San  Fran- 
cisco and  Oakland,  Cheyenne,  and  Arapahoe  Indians, 
Colony  Okla,  the  Rock  Island  Railroad,  and  last  but 
not  least,  Mr.  Papedone  lovingly  placed  the  names  of 
Dr.  and  Mrs.  Murrow  with  the  rest.  On  the  top  of  all 
was  placed  a  colored  photograph  of  little  Stella  Stumb- 
ling Bear,  who  passed  to  be  with  Jesus  while  the  foun- 
dations of  the  church  were  being  laid. 

The  box  was  closed  and  placed  in  the  cavity  pre- 
pared for  it,  the  contractor  filled  in  small  stones  and 
mortar  till  all  was  covered  and  then  Miss  Bare,  placing 
the  large  stone  on  top  and  tapping  it  with  the  trowel 
said,  "  I  pronounce  this  stone  well  and  properly  laid.  " 

Kneeling  with  uncovered  heads  on  the  grass,  on  the 
gravel,  on  the  lumber  piles,  the  voice  of  the  interpreter 
was  heard  in  prayer.  "  We  thank  you,  Jesus,  to-day  be- 
cause you  have  been  kind  to  help  us  get  started  on  this, 
our  church.  It  is  the  first  day  wa  meet  here  for  worship. 
We  want  you  to  forgive  the  mistakes  we  have  made, 
pass  them  back  behind  you  and  help  us  get  stronger, 
so  all  the  Indians  who  got  eyes  can  see  the  light  get 
brighter  and  brighter.  Keep  your  eye  on  our  names 
so  the  devil  will  not  scratch  any  of  them  out.  Keep 
us  and  bring  us  together  on  Jesus'  birthday.  " 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Aycompto  and  Mr.  Tonacho,  the  In- 
dians who  had  been  baptized  when  off  for  the  lumber, 
were  asked  to  come  forward  and  there  beside  the  un- 
finished building  they  were  welcomed  to  our  number, 
some  weeping,  some  praying  as  they  took  them  by  the 
hand,  and  others  making  a  more  "joyful  noise  unto  the 
Lord.  " 

Thus  ended  the  service  connected  with  the  laying 
of  the  cornerstone  of  the  long-dreamed-of  church  at 
Saddle  Mountain;  but  no  pen  can  describe  the  effect 
upon  the  Indians  present.  Their  natural  love  of  cere- 
mony reached  its  spiritual  climax  and  when  all  was 
over  they  scattered  like  the  breeze  to  carry  the  tidings 
home  to  those  who  failed  to  be  present. 
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A  Wedding  on  Thanksgiving  Day 

November  23d.  It  rained  and  blew  and  stormed 
to-day,  but  over  came  the  wagon  and  away  we  went. 
Some  had  come  seven  miles.  The  absorbing  topics 
after  the  regular  service  were  Thanksgiving  and  Amos 
Aitsan's  wedding.  We  explained  carefully  the  white 
man's  wedding  road,  not  forgetting  the  kissing,  the 
description  of  which  called  out  an  uproar  of  laughter 
when  interpreted  by  Lucius,  who  afterward  said, 
"That  is  what  the  Kiowas  are  all  skeered  of.  I  wouldn't 
do  it  for  $100.00.  " 

November  25th.  Baked  fifteen  loaves  of  bread, 
twenty-five  pies  and  a  huge  wedding  cake. 

November  26th.  In  order  to  be  sure  of  one,  we  had 
written  for  three  ministers  to  come  and  assist  in  the 
wedding,  Dr.  Murrow,  Pastor  Clousc,  and  Mr.  Rushing 
of  Apache.  Friday  Mr.  Rushing  arrived,  having  ridden 
thirty  miles  on  horseback. 

November  27th.  Amos  Aitsan,  the  oldest  son  of 
Lucius,  the  interpreter,  and  Minnie  Gombi  were  to  be 
married.  Thanksgiving  Day  dawned  clear,  cold,  and 
frosty.  The  wagon  came  for  us  early  and  the  load 
was  made  up  of  bread,  pies,  cake,  fruit,  dishes,  Indians, 
contractors,  preacher  and  missionaries. 

A  large  enclosure  made  of  old  tenting  tied  on  poles 
at  Lucius'  home  served  as  a  shelter  from  the  wind, 
and  about  eleven  o'clock,  Indians  clothed  in  the  gayest 
colors  of  earth,  slowly  marched  in.  Miss  Bare  and 
Mr.  Rushing  took  charge  of  the  service  and  a  few  In- 
dians spoke,  and  a  few  Indians  made  talks,  although  it 
was  too  cold  to  enjoy  anything  to  the  fullest.  After  a 
sumptuous  Thanksgiving  dinner,  all  gathered  again 
for  service,  but  it  was  so  cold  that  we  soon  adjourned 
to  the  church  for  the  wedding. 
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The  building  was  floorless,  windowless,  and  every- 
thing elseless,  but  boards  had  been  laid  on  the  joists 
from  the  vestibule  to  the  front  and  a  piece  of  carpet 
spread  so  that  the  bride  and  groom  could  walk  in  in 
style  and  safety.  The  bride  was  gorgeously  attired  in 
pink,  green,  orange,  yellow,  red,  purple,  and  blue, 
and  waited  modestly  and  sweetly  in  the  vestibule 
while  I  skirmished  for  the  bridegroom,  who  young  and 
bashful,  was  being  teased  by  the  boys.  They  told  him 
he  had  to  take  Minnie's  arm  and  march  in  with  her, 
and  as  Minnie  was  wrapped  in  a  blanket,  to  take  her 
arm  meant  to  take  all  of  her;  and  so  the  youth  hung 
back.  Three  times  I  got  him  to  the  door  only  to  see 
him  back  again  among  the  giggling  boys.  The 
minister  and  friends  were  waiting,  so  stepping  up  to 
Lucius,  I  said,  "Sing  something,"  and  then  I  went 
out,  collared  the  young  man,  stood  him  beside  the 
bride,  gave  him  a  shove  as  if  he  were  just  learning  to 
skate,  and  from  that  moment  the  ceremony  proceeded 
in  due  order  and  with  becoming  solemnity.  At  the 
close  the  photographer  took  a  snap  shot  and  then  all 
rushed  forward  with  congratulations,  mingled  with 
heartfelt  thanksgiving  for  the  beautiful  Christian 
wedding  road. 

A  snap  shot  of  the  church  as  the  teams  whizzed 
away,  a  scramble  into  the  wagon  with  chattering  teeth, 
a  cut  of  the  whip,  and  away  we  went,  off  over  the  prairie, 
skirting  the  rocky  hills  up,  down,  down,  up,  until  we 
reach  our  own  tiny  home,  where  soon  a  good  fire  was 
roaring  and  a  hot  meal  partaken  of. 
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First  Christmas  in  the  New  Chapel. 


The  little  church  was  unfinished.  Ceiling  and  windows 
were  "absent  but  not  forgotten.  "  Burlap  bags  and  old 
quilts  were  nailed  over  the  window  openings,  and  no 
mottoes  adorned  the  walls.  The  day  was  cold  and 
frosty,  and  the  heat  from  the  one  small  stove  was  scarcely 
perceptible.  Tents  and  tepees  stretched  southward 
and  eastward,  and  from  their  doorways  emerged  Indian 
men,  women,  and  children,  gaudily  attired.  By  n 
o'clock  the  seating  capacity  of  the  floor  was  exhausted, 
and  those  occupying  window-sills  and  lumber-pile  were 
seen  to  shiver.  Singing  and  prayer  were  engaged  in, 
and  then  Papedone,  clothed  in  a  suit  of  black  corduroy, 
arose  and  said: 

"Of  course  you  have  heard  it  a  great  many  times, 

but  we  must  tell  you  over  and  over  again.     The  Great 

Father  loved  the  world,   and  gave   His  only  begotten 

Son  to  die  for  us.      He  came  to  look  for  the  poor  sinners, 
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and  teach  them  His  words  and  His  commandments. 
I  have  been  praying  very  earnestly  that  some  of  you 
would  be  saved  to-day.  That  is  what  we  have  come 
for,  to  let  you  see  the  light.  Now  is  the  time  for  you 
to  open  your  hearts,  and  let  the  Holy  Spirit  in.  " 

After  dinner  the  building  was  filled  again,  and  Doy- 
bah  made  the  first  talk,  after  singing  and  prayer. 

"We  are  just  like  on  the  war-path;  the  devil  fights 
us  right  along.  Some  of  you  say,  'There  is  a  Christian 
man,  and  he  is  just  the  same  as  we  are ' ;  but  that  is  not 
true;  wre  are  different  altogether.  To-day  my  heart 
is  so  big,  it  is  just  like  stretched.  We  are  hungry  for 
your  souls  to-day.  I  give  this  six  dollars  to  Jesus  for 
His  Christmas.  " 

Odlepaugh:  "I  am  not  going  to  tell  you  a  long 
talk,  but  I  am  just  going  to  tell  you  the  story  of  this 
church.  We  all  loved  Domot  very  much.  He  was  a 
wise  man,  and  he  planned  this  road  and  picked  out 
this  land.  He  said,  '  I  have  two  wives,  and  that  is  what 
keeps  me  back,  but  I  got  some  children,  and  I  want 
them  to  open  their  hearts  to  Jesus. '  Lottie,  that  is 
what  your  father  said.  Why  don't  you  come  to  Him? 
He  was  the  wise  man  who  made  this  road,  and  we  laid 
his  body  over  there." 

After  these  and  other  talks,  interspersed  with  earnest 
prayers,  a  long  procession  formed  and  marched  up  to 
the  table,  depositing  their  birthday  present  for  Jesus. 
Robert  Burdette  screamed  furiously  when  his  barrel 
was  emptied,  and  seized  the  full  one,  and  Carl  Dewey 
Hunt  smiled  as  he  dropped  in  all  his  nickels.  Guone- 
mah,  with  her  two  little  boys,  fatherless  since  last  Christ- 
mas, handed  in  a  dollar,  watering  it  with  her  tears. 
Mahyan  told,  as  she  held  aloft  her  fifty  cents  trium- 
phantly, how  "she  hided  it  for  a  long  time,  and  when 
she  saw  anything  good  to  eat  that  she  wanted  to  buy 
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very  much,  she  held  on  to  it  tight  for  Jesus.  "  The  sun 
was  sinking  ere  the  giving  ceased,  and  the  entries  ran 
as  follows:  Baby  Band,  $13.80;  interpreter's  salary, 
$13.55;  Sunlight  Mission,  $15.30;  Church,  $66.34.  At 
dusk  the  door  of  the  church  was  surrounded  far  out 
towards  the  fading  hills,  and  when  opened  a  surging 
crowd  poured  in,  filling  every  portion  of  the  floor,  and 
even  the  lumber-pile  in  the  corner.  Following  the  de- 
votional exercises,  Amotahah  made  his  talk. 

"The  devil  pulls  the  people  this  way  and  that  way, 
but  Jesus  pulls  them  one  way — straight  ahead.  The 
Christians  are  going  ahead  all  the  time.  Look  at  Lu- 
cius ;  he  has  a  Christian  home.  Jesus  has  planted  a  light 
there,  and  how  glad  I  am  always  to  come  and  see  him. 
See  our  white  sisters;  they  are  young  yet,  but  they  love 
Jesus.  They  are  just  like  men,  for  they  have  good 
hearts  and  good  sense,  and  are  very  smart.  I  wish 
any  society  would  send  two  Jesus  women  to  the  Ghost 
Dance  people — that  is  the  only  way  to  stop  it.  You 
young  men  paint  your  faces,  and  put  on  red  blankets, 
and  try  to  look  fine,  so  Jesus  will  see  you,  but  you  are 
proud  and  selfish,  and  Jesus  looks  down  into  your 
hearts,  and  the  Christians  are  sorry  for  you,  for  you 
try  to  please  yourself,  and  not  Jesus.  Let  us  bring  our 
friends  with  us,  the  ones  we  love  the  best,  and  say  to 
them,  'Let  us  go  up  to  our  beautiful  church.  ' 

Lucius:  "  You  all  know  now  what  Jesus'  birthday  is. 
The  Great  Father  loved  the  world,  and  gave  His  only 
Son.  After  a  while,  they  crucified  Him  to  kill  Him, 
and  in  three  days  He  rised  again,  and  led  His  people 
out  to  a  little  mountain,  and  told  them  to  give  the  Gospel 
to  all  nations.  Then  He  went  up  into  heaven,  and  sent 
the  Holy  Spirit  back  to  show  the  people  the  way  to  be 
saved,  and  how  to  follow  Him.  You  all  see  how  we  have 
been  trying  to  please  Him  in  this  valley,  and  how  He 
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is  helping  us.  When  we  worshiped  in  the  tent,  we  were 
like  hogs  on  old  hay,  but  now  see  our  new  church ;  and 
we  didn't  let  Jesus  do  it  all — we  helped  Him  all  we 
could,  and  He  is  pleased  with  us.  God's  light  on  Saddle 
Mountain  is  burning  day  and  night  for  the  poor  sinners, 
and  nobody  can't  put  it  out,  for  Jesus  wiped  out  the 
chimney  Himself  and  made  it  light.  Now  to-night, 
in  our  new  church,  we  ask  you  to  give  Him  your  hearts, 
and  let  Him  clean  out  all  the  dirty  stuff,  and  wipe  it  up 
clean.  The  little  presents  you  get  will  be  old  and  dirty 
in  a  few  days;  but  if  you  give  your  hearts  to  Jesus,  He 
will  give  you  everything  new,  and  your  souls  will  never 
die.  Won't  some  of  you  come  to  Him  to-night  in  our 
new  church?  We  are  hungry  for  it,  and  Jesus  is  hungry, 
too. " 

At  the  foot  of  the  Christmas  tree,  crouching  on  the 
cold  bare  floor,  beside  missionaries  and  interpreter, 
an  Indian  woman  and  three  young  men  professed 
heartfelt  conversion  through  the  power  of  the  Holy 
Spirit.  Incotote  knelt  beside  them,  giving  to  Jesus 
his  usual  birthday  gift,  but  the  joy  in  the  presence  of  the 
angels  of  God  was  over  the  sinners'  repenting,  more 
than  over  the  one  hundred  and  eight  dollars  and  ninety- 
nine  cents. 

The  presents  were  distributed,  the  service  ended, 
and  blanketed  forms  passed  out  into  the  darkness,  say- 
ing: "This  is  the  best  Christmas  we  have  ever  had  at 
Saddle  Mountain.  Jesus  got  the  best  present  on  the 
tree,  and  the  Great  Father  was  kind  to  us,  and  saved 
"our  of  our  poor,  lost  souls.  " 

"Glory  to  God  in  the  highest,  and  on  earth  peace, 
;ood  will  toward  men!" 

Saddle  Mountain,  Sky  Pilot  Hill,  Christmas,  1902. 
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Dedication   and   Organization 

At  a  very  early  hour  Sunday  morning  the  sweet-toned 
bell  rang  out  the  call  which  brought  Indian  men,  women 
and  children  in  their  best  attire,  and  with  joy-filled 
hearts  from  tent  and  tepee  to  the  chapel  which  that  day 
was  to  be  publicly  given  to  God  in  whose  name  and  for 
whose  praise  it  had  been  built. 

After  the  customary  opening  service,  Dr.  Murrow 
arose  and  addressing  the  Saddle  Mountain  Christians, 
said  in  substance  and  in  part : 

You  have  done  well  yourselves,  and  you  have  had 
wise,  faithful  leaders  who  have  given  more  labor,  more 
money,  and  more  prayer  than  you.  Leaders  and  people 
have  worked  in  harmony." 

He  told  the  story  of  Mary  and  her  alabaster  box,  and 
said: 

"  Your  gift  is  a  costly  one  for  you,  and  Jesus  is  pleased. 
He  commends  you  because  you  have  done  what 
you  could.  Worship  the  Lord  with  hearts  full  of  love 
and  devotion  to  Him.  Ask  the  Holy  Spirit  to  come 
with  you  into  this  house  and  fill  it  with  His  presence." 

Asking  Lucius  Aitzan,  Miss  Crawford  and  Miss  Bare 
to  stand  as  leaders  and  representatives  of  the  church, 
Dr.  Murrow  asked: 

"  Is  it  your  desire  to  give  this  house  to  the  Lord  as 
His  property?" 

Lucius-  "Yes,  that  is  my  desire." 

"  Is  there  any  debt  on  this  house?" 

"  There  is  no  debt." 

"  Has  any  person  in  the  world  any  claim  on  this 
house?" 

'  No  one  has  any  claim." 

"Will    all    in    the    house,    who    have    given    anything 
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toward  this  building,  if  they  agree  to  the  answers  that 
Lucius  has  given,  stand." 

There  was  a  full  standing  vote. 
If  any  one  who  has  given  does  not  agree,  will  he 
stand?" 

There  was  no  response.  Following  this  vote  to  give 
to  God  the  house,  unincumbered  with  debt,  to  be  wholly 
and  solely  His,  Dr.  Murrow  preached  the  Dedicatory 
Sermon. 

Preparatory  to  the  organization  of  the  church,  Rev. 
H.  H.  Clouse,  the  former  pastor  of  most  of  those  who 
would  constitute  it,  very  appropriately  presented  in 
simple  and  clear  language  the  Articles  of  Faith,  to  which 
those  who  were  to  constitute  the  new  church  assented 
promptly  and  unanimously.  Next  in  order,  these 
stood  while  Rev.  Robert  Hamilton,  pastor  of  the  Chey- 
enne Indian  Baptist  Churches,  read  and  explained,  as 
far  as  necessary,  the  Church  Covenant,  to  which  all 
subscribed  by  uplifted  hands.  After  a  general  fellow- 
ship handshaking,  Miss  Mary  G.  Burdette,  Correspond- 
ing Secretary  of  the  Women's  Baptist  Home  Mission 
Society,  offered  the  dedicatory  prayer. 

Rev.  E.  C.  Deyo  extended  the  hand  of  fellowship  to 
Miss  Isabel  A.  H.  Crawford,  Miss  Katherine  Bare,  her 
associate  worker,  and  Lucius  Aitsan,  the  faithful  in- 
terpreter and  leader,  as  representing  the  church.  In 
concluding  his  remarks,  he  placed  the  Bible  in  the  hands 
of  Lucius,  enjoining  him,  and  all  associated  with  him  in 
the  church  relations,  to  follow  this  light.  The  church 
had  organized  as  "  God's  Light  on  the  Mountain  " 
Church.  God's  Book  was  the  light  for  all  mountains 
and  all  plains;  for  white  people  and  for  red  people,  for 
rich  and  for  poor,  for  every  heart  that  will  receive  it. 
Love  this  Word  more  than  life,  for  it  is  the  Word  of  life. 
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Dr.  Murrow  then  handed  to  Lucius  Aitsan,  the  keys  of 
the  house,  enjoining  him  to  be  loyal  to  Christ,  and  true 
to  the  church. 

The  election  of  officers  followed.  The  choice  of  a 
pastor  was  left  for  future  action.  Those  honored  with 
the  office  of  deacons  were  Spotted  Horse,  A-comp-to, 
To-ne-mah,  and  Ga-ta-ba-en.  These  are  compara- 
tively young  men,  but  are  of  good  repute,  it  being 
said  of  them  that  they  have  made  no  crooked  paths. 
Miss  Katherine  Bare  was  elected  church  clerk  and 
treasurer. 

"Daw-ke-boom-gee-k'op, "  wrote  Miss  Crawford, 
"ceased  to  exist  when  the  church  was  organized.  It 
had  done  its  work  and  left  in  its  place  a  missionary 
society  of  larger  growth. — 'God's  Light  on  the  Mountain 
Baptist  Church?  " 

The  Baptism. 

The  climax  of  the  occasion  was  reached  when,  sur- 
rounded by  a  great  throng  of  spectators,  the  large  ma- 
jority Indians,  many  in  native  Indian  costume,  Mr. 
Clouse  and  Mr.  Deyo  led  alternately  into  the  natural 
baptistry  on  the  hillside  fourteen  believers,  and  on  con- 
fession of  their  faith  in  Christ,  buried  them  into  the  like- 
ness of  his  death,  and  raised  them  from  the  emblematic 
grave  to  walk  with  Him  in  newness  of  life.  The  scene 
was  impressively  beautiful,  and  once  seen  could  never 
be  forgotten.  Oh,  that  our  pen  could  paint  the  peace 
that  rested  on  the  features,  the  joy  that  beamed  in  the 
eyes  of  these  red  men,  women,  and  children  as  they  came 
with  the  dignity  of  their  race  from  the  waters  of  bap- 
tism. May  the  dear  Lord  lead  them  in  a  straight  road, 
and  through  their  lives  and  influence  add  to  the  number 
of  those  who  shall  be  saved.  August,  iqoj. 
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The  Home 

The  reader  will  have  in  mind  the  permission  granted 
by  that  august  council  described  in  the  opening  chap- 
ter, to  build  a  tiny  house  on  the  land  of  Lucius  Aitsan, 
with  the  understanding  that  when  there  should  be  a 
permanent  location  for  the  mission,  she  would  move 
the  house.  The  location  was  selected  at  the  time  of  the 
opening  of  the  reservation  for  white  settlement  early 
in  August,  1 90 1,  and  under  date  of  October  2d,  Miss 
Crawford  wrote: 

The  Lord  is  in  the  midst  of  us,  but  we  are  moved. 
We  ran  short  of  a  man  in  the  moving  and  the  two  women 
of  us  supplied  the  lack.  I  cannot  go  into  details, 
but  we  accomplished  what  we  attempted,  and  are  set 
upon  a  hill,  safe  and  sound.  My  part  was  to  hammer 
the  horses,  pry  up  the  buildings,  block  the  wheels 
when  they  began  to  back  down  into  the  ditches,  and 
tumble  in,  nose  foremost,  myself,  and  up  to  the  elbows 
in  mud.  Mrs.  Rivers  went  in  with  her  feet,  I  with  my 
head,  and  the  man  not  at  all. 

Miss  Crawford  tells  of  a  visit  from  Miss  Reeside 
and  Miss  Ballew  just  after  the  house  was  moved.  The 
chimney  was  gone,  the  veranda  askew,  the  windows, 
save  one,  unshutable,  and  the  door  unopenable.  The 
cook  stove  was  in  the  shed,  with  sixty-four  cracks  for 
ventilation,  and,  to  add  to  the  pleasant  environment, 
rain  visited  the  settlement. 

While  she  was  cooking  a  neighbor  scraped  a  furrow 
around  her  with  the  hoe  and  placed  some  boards  for 
her  to  stand  on,  and  then  held  a  lantern  over  the  stove. 
The  contents  of  the  frying-pan  sizzled  and  sputtered 
wickedly  as  the  rain  dropped  in  from  above,  but  she 
managed  to  get  the  meal  cooked  and  served  to 
her  guests.  She  says,  "I  think  the  girls  left  feeling 
that  they  had  visited  an  old  curiosity  shop  some- 
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where  between    the    Maelstrom   whirlpool   and    Mount 
Vesuvius. " 

Of  course,  the  house  in  due  time  was  made  plumb,  so 
that  the  doors  and  windows  could  be  both  shut  and 
opened,  the  veranda  straightened  and  the  chimney 
rebuilt,  but  all  this  did  not  make  one  room  and  a  bath  a 
suitable  home  for  two  missionaries  whose  home  must 
be  headquarters  for  the  society's  mission  at  Saddle 
Mountain. 

With  the  opening  days  of  1903,  Miss  Crawford  wrote: 

The  Christmas  celebrations  at  Saddle  Mountain  are 
over,  the  tent  village  is  scattered,  and  the  missionaries 
are  ready  for  a  Rip  Van  Winkle  sleep.  Would  that 
they  might  take  it  and  wake  up  to  find  all  their  letters 
answered  and  their  one  room  multiplied  and  divided 
with  some  much  needed  subtractions.  To  be  honest, 
the  aggravations  keep  pace  with  the  enjoyments  clear 
to  the  end.  It  isn't  easy  at  any  time  for  a  woman  to 
"get  up  a  tree,"  but  when  hogs  and  dogs,  hoops  and 
pins,  winds  and  doors  and  your  own  upsetting  sins 
conspire  against  you,  the  task  becomes  herculean. 

We  unpacked  the  abundant  supplies  in  the  shed,  but 
ticketed  them  in  the  house  where  it  was  warm.  We 
sped  between  the  two  places  as  if  pursued,  sometimes 
being  carried  beyond  our  destination  by  the  wind, 
and  sometimes  having  our  progress  retarded  by  it. 
Between  the  house  and  the  shed  we  keep  the  pig  pail. 
During  the  preparations  a  pig  escaped  from  the  pen, 
mounted  Sky  Pilot  Hill,  and  upset  the  pail  right  in 
our  path.  We  moved  the  pail  to  the  shed  and  put  it 
on  top  of  an  old  stove.  A  few  days  later  a  dog  found 
it  and  brought  it  down  pell  mell  over  everything. 
Then  an  ash  pail  was  overturned  and  a  sack  of  meal  torn 
open  and  its  contents  scattered  by  some  unknown 
marauder. 
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A  long  narrow  room  in  the  little  cottage  serves  as 
bath-room,  pantry,  and  clothes  closet.  Over  the 
long  box  containing  lard,  molasses,  bacon,  ham,  rice, 
macaroni,  yeast  cakes,  etc.,  are  two  shelves,  on  the 
under  side  of  which  are  ceiling  hooks,  on  which  we 
hang  our  dress  waists,  the  skirts  having  to  find  some 
other  place  because  of  their  length.  During  the  hust- 
ling Christmas  preparations,  when  meals  had  to  be 
scrambled  together,  the  lower  shelf  served  as  the  point 
of  attack  (or  a  tack).  From  time  to  time  the  hooks 
in  the  dress  waists  caught  in  our  hair  as  we  dived  into 
the  provision  box,  and  refused  to  let  go  without  a 
generous  contribution  of  hair.  In  our  flying  back 
and  forth,  sometimes  the  doors  slammed  on  us  and  some- 
times on  our  clothes,  but  there  was  no  time  either  to 
apply  liniment  or  to  sew  tears.  Of  course,  the  mission- 
ary's place  is  on  the  field,  but  this  field  has  no  fence, 
and  "may-be-so"  before  the  Home  for  Incurables  can 
be  built,  these  missionaries  may  take  their  flight. 

Last  night,  in  looking  over  Spellman  expansions,  we 
gazed  long  on  Reynold's  Cottage  MacVicar  Hospital 
and  Morgan  and  Morehouse  Halls.  Our  choice  was 
for  "  More-house.  " 

The  society  was  not  indifferent  to  the  discomforts 
of  the  missionaries,  but  it  would  have  been  unwise  to 
build  a  home  until  the  question  of  allotments  had  been 
settled,  and  we  could  know  that  the  house  would  be 
allowed  to  remain  where  it  was  built,  and  that  it  would 
be  in  the  near  vicinity  of  the  church.  These  questions 
settled,  the  society  called  upon  young  ladies  in  our  Bap- 
tist churches  to  raise  the  money  needed  for  a  suitable 
building.  Miss  Crawford  had  written  glowingly  of  the 
site,  saying,  "There  is  not  such  another  location  as  that 
selected  and  given  by  our  Indians  for  our  mission  any 
place    on   the   leservation.     The    beauty   of   the    Lord 


fills  the  place.  The  view  of  Saddle  Mountain  is  sim- 
ply grand." 

The  young  ladies  accepted  the  responsibility  put  upon 
them  and  many  took  up  the  work  with  enthusiasm. 
The  general  plan  for  raising  the  money  was  to  divide  the 
$2,000  required  into  shares  of  $5.00  each,  it  being  sug- 
gested that  there  were  some  who  could  give  this  amount 
individually,  and  when  this  was  not  practical  the 
young  ladies  in  any  given  church  could  put  their  offer- 
ings together  and  make  themselves,  collectively,  re- 
sponsible for  one  or  more  shares.  This  plan  seemed 
especially  appropriate  in  view  of  the  fact  that  the  mis- 
sionaries at  Saddle  Mountain  were  young  women. 

The  money  came  in,  in  response  to  the  call,  until 
$2,053.95  were  contributed  and  the  home,  which  was 
begun  as  soon  as  the  "  Jesus  House  "  was  completed, 
was  ready  for  occupancy  in  due  time,  the  missionaries 
taking  possession  of  the  comfortable  and  more  com- 
modious headquarters  with  thankful  hearts.  The 
100ms  for  industrial  work  and  women's  meetings,  which 
in  the  first  plan  were  to  have  been  attached  to  the 
home,  were  made  a  part  of  the  church  building,  in- 
stead, thus  making  it  more  convenient  for  the  workers 
to  attend  and  conduct  these  gatherings. 

Subsequently  a  well  and  wind-mill  were  added  to  the 
equipment  for  the  use  of  church  and  home  and  our 
Saddle  Mountain  missionaries  were  thus  relieved  of 
many  extra  demands  upon  time  and  strength. 

The  Lord's  Supper. 

In  Miss  Crawford's  report  for  the  year  we  find  the 
following: 

Believing  that  the  church  as  a  body  of  believers  is 
responsible  for  the  observance  of  the  ordinances,  Lucius 
Aitsan,  with  the  full  sanction  of  the  church,  on  Septem- 
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ber  27th,  administered  the  Lord's  Supper.  It  was  con- 
ducted with  so  much  tenderness  of  feeling  that  tears 
rolled  down  many  cheeks,  and  ten  dollars  were  given 
to  Jesus  as  a  thank  offering  for  leaving  such  a  beautiful 
road. 

Other  Items  of  Special  Interest. 

From  the  same  report,  March  31,  1905,  we  glean 
other  items  worthy  of  special  mention: 

The  first  Christmas  in  the  completed  church  was  a 
glorious  event.  Jesus'  birthday  present  was  $80.00  and 
six  poor  lost  ones  professed  conversion  under  the  branch- 
es of  the  Christmas  tree. 

Nearly  all  the  month  of  February  was  spent  in  camp 
with  the  Indians  at  Rainy  Mountain  and  Fort  Sill.  A 
government  payment  was  going  on.  Every  evening 
Gospel  services  were  held  in  the  sexton's  tent  and  in 
the  day  time  the  women  tied  off,  bought  and  sold 
quilts.  A  Gospel  tent  with  something  to  do  in  it, 
proved  a  "  city  of  refuge  "  to  many  a  tempted  one. 

As  we  rounded  the  hills  in  returning  from  the  trip 
and  the  pretty  little  church  came  in  view,  every  face 
burst  into  smiles  and  the  children  jumped  up  in  the 
wagons  and  danced  for  joy. 

A  Jesus  home  completed,  a  church  organized  with 
sixty-four  members,  since  which  time  two  received  by 
letter,  twelve  new  converts  and  $500.35  contributed 
to  different  purposes  is  perhaps  a  passably  good  report 
for  a  Blanket  Indian  Church  yet  in  its  infancy. 

We  close  the  year's  report  with  special  thanksgiving 
to  the  Jesus  Women's  Society  for  making  these  successes 
possible,  and  to  the  Master  Himself,  without  those  add- 
ed blessings  every  effort  would  have  proved  a  failure. 

The  leading  events  have  been  the  departure  of  Miss 
Bare  after  seven  years  of  most  excellent  service,   the 
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coming  and  going  of  Miss  J.  M.  Davis,  whose  presence 
was  a  benediction,  and  the  drilling  for  water  at  the 
church.  The  whole  church  membership  has  grown 
steadily  in  grace  as  it  has  grown  in  knowledge  and  not 
a  bit  faster. 

Young  Robert  Burdette  Spotted  Horse  picked  cot- 
ton this  summer  and  earned  twenty  cents.  When  asked 
what  he  wanted  to  do  with  it  he  replied,  "  I  want  ten 
cents  for  candy  and  the  other  ten  cents  for  Jesus."  Next 
to  the  joy  of  seeing  souls  saved  comes  the  joy  of  giving 
to  Jesus.  In  all  the  nine  years  of  service  at  Saddle 
Mountain,  not  once  has  a  collection  plate  been  passed. 
Our  Indians  need  no  reminder  of  their  duty  in  this 
direction,  because  there  is  no  duty  about  it.  It  is  a  privi- 
lege and  they  feel  it  as  such. 

The  Lord's  Supper  was  administered  during  the  year 
by  an  ordained  minister  seven  times;  by  Lucius 
Aitsan,  as  authorized  by  the  church,  three  times; 
omitted,  twice. 

And  so  we  have  brought  the  story  of  the  work  at 
Saddle  Mountain  up  to  the  completion  of  the  "Jesus 
House,"  and  the  home  for  our  missionaries,  and  also 
the  organization  of  the  church  and  its  first  year  of 
history.  The  reader  will  doubtless  desire  to  know 
more  of  its  progress,  and  for  such  information  we  refer 
them  to  Tidings,  the  official  organ  of  the  Women's 
Baptist  Home  Mission  Society,  under  whose  auspices 
the  work  has  thus  far  been  carried  on,  and  to  the 
annual  reports  of  the  same  Society.  It  may  be  well 
to  say  briefly  that  the  church  is  already  considering 
the  settlement  of  a  pastor,  and  have  strongly  expressed 
their  preference  for  Lucius  Aitsan,  whom  our  readers 
have  also  learned  to  love  and  trust  as  they  have 
become  familiar  with  his  service  as  interpreter,  helper, 
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and  leader  among  his  people.  While  Lucius  himself 
shrinks  from  such  responsibility,  he  is  earnestly  seek- 
ing the  guidance  of  the  Holy  Spirit,  willing  to  obey 
the  call  of  the  Lord,  when  he  has  the  assurance  that 
the  call  of  the  people  is  the  call  of  God  through  them. 

We  cannot  more  fittingly  close  this  chapter  than 
in  the  words  of  Miss  Crawford  : 

"In  looking  back  over  the  seven  years  we  look  up, 
uniting  our  thanksgiving  with  the  thanksgivings  of  all 
who  have  been  called  and  chosen  to  'put  on  the  gospel 
armor'  for  service  at  Saddle  Mountain  in  any  way. 
In  looking  forward  we  look  down,  and  with  rising  emo- 
tions cry,  'Not  unto  us,  not  unto  us,  but  unto  His  dear 
name  be  every  bit  of  the  glory  for  the  success  of  the 
work  that  was,  that  is,  and  is  to  come.' 

"Never  do  we  want  even  Him  to  say  to  us,  'Well 
done,  good  and  faithful  servants;'  but  if  instead  He 
will  only  say,  'Daughters,  be  of  good  cheer,'  it  seems 
to  me  our  cheer  will  be  heard  throughout  the  countless 
ages  of  eternity. 

"In  passing  on  toward  the  end  of  our  perfect  year 
we  feel  we  can  join  heartily  in  singing  of  the  Rainy 
Mountain  school  children, 

"From  Big  Tree  unto  Big  Tree 

His  army  shall  He  lead, 
Till  every  foe  be  vanquished, 

And  Christ  is  Lord  indeed! " 


This   pamphlet   issued   by  the  Women's  Baptist  Home  Mission 
Society,  241 1  Indiana  Ave.,  Chicago.     Price  15c. 
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THE    HEROINE    OF    SADDLE    MOUNTAIN. 

Those  who  have  read  "  From  Tent  to  Chapel  at  Saddle  Mountain,"  telling  of 
the  later  developments  of  this  work,  should  also  read,  if  they  have  not,  "The 
Heroine  of  Saddle  Mountain,"  giving  the  story  of  the  beginnings  of  the  work  on 
that  field.    Price  i^c. 


INDIAN   BOOKLETS,    PAMPHLETS,    LEAFLETS   AND 
POEMS. 

Furnished  by  the  Women's  Baptist  Home  Mission  Society, 
2411  Indiana  Avenue,  Chicago. 

Lesson— The  Indians.     Price  .......      2c 

The  Trio  at  Rainy  Mountain.     Beginnings  of  the  work  among  the  Kiowas, 

with  portraits  and  biographical  sketches  of  the  three  missionaries,  Misses 

Reeside,  Ballew  and  Given.    Price         .  .  .  .  .  .15c 

The  Heroine  of  Saddle  Mountain.    Price    .  .  .  .  .    15c 

From  Tent  to  Chapel  at  Saddle  Mountain.    Price        .  .  .15c 

The  Women's  Baptist  Home   Mission  Society  Among  Civilized  Tribes. 

Price    ...........     ioc 

A  Trip  into  the  Indian  Country.    Sketch  of  a  visit  of  the  Corresponding 

Secretary  to  Indian  and  Oklahoma  Territories.    Price         .  .  3c 

Sunlight  Mission— Sought— Found— Opened.    Story  of  the  location  of  the 

mission  among  Hopi  Indians  of  Arizona.    Price         .  .  .  .5c 

Messages  from  Messengers  at  Sunlight  Mission.  Story  of  the  First  Year. 

Price    ...........     10c 

Two  Weeks  Among  Indians.    Price        ......      3c 

War.    Price        ..........      2c 

Indian  Heathenism.    Price  .......      ic 

One  Little  Injun.    Price     .  .....      ic 

Have  You  Known  It  All  the  Time?    Price  .  .  .  .      ic 

Indian  Children.    Price      ........      2c 

POEMS. 

Too  Much  Wheat.    Price    ........  y2c 

Sisters.    Price   ..........  %c 

I  Am  a  Man.     Price  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  %c 

The  Dying  Indian  Girl.    Price    .  ,  .  .  .  .  %c 

TIDINGS. 

1.  Tidings  is  the  official  organ  of  the  Women's  Baptist  Home  Mission  Society; 
it  is  published  monthly,  and  contains,  besides  editorials  relating  to  items  of 
special  and  current  interest,  letters  from  Missionaries,  reports  from  Branches 
and  Mission  Bands,  words  from  State  and  Associational  officers,  information 
concerning  all  departments  of  the  work  of  the  Society,  appropriate  poems, 
stories,  and  articles,  original  and  selected.  Subscription  price,  twenty-five  cents 
per  year. 

For  further  information.,  address  the  Corresponding  Secretary, 

MISS  MARY  G.    BURDETTE, 

241 1  Indiana  Ave.,  Chicago. 
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